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CHOICE COLLECTION 


Cce™ OF $ D r , © 


Preéminently Periect Pieces, Poems and Pictures 
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Delphius Crooke, H. C. Dodge, Dorémi, Malcolm Douglas, V. Hugo Dusenbury, P. P., 
E. Lawson Fenerty, George G. Hart, Bret Harte, W. F$. Henderson, 
Hugh Howard, William Cullen Longfellow, Arthur Lot, A. M., Manat, A. H. Oakes, Paul Pastnor, 
Arthur Penn, F. W. Potter, T: H. Robertson, C. C. Starkweather, A. E. Watrous, 
Edward Wick, 7. H. Williams, Edward Winslow, Alcibiades Zero, ete. 


THE PICTURES BY 


¥. KEPPLER, F. OPPER, B. GILLAM, F. GRAETZ, 
Frank Bellew, A. Berghaus, E. S. Bisbee, Bruton, “Chip,” De Yongh, W. H. Davenport, Hugo, 
A. Keetels, H. Strahl, F. A. Wales, M. Woolf, E. Zimmerman, etc., etc. 


New York: 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
1883. 


































I wish to call your attention to the fact 
that this book ts called 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 


This means that the poems, pieces and pictures m 
ware the pick of the gems of thought and fancy 
and general goatfulness of PUCK. Some of you 
have seen them before. Those who have will not be hurt 
by seeing them agaim. Those who ‘meet them for the first 























time will be made better and stouter men and women. TI 
mention this fact only to let you know that there are more 
where these came from, and that some day I may give you 
a chance at them. 


Yours, 


PUCK. 





ENTERED ACCORDING TO ACT OF CONGRESS, IN THE YEAR 1883, BY 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 





























Picxincs From Puck. 





A “POINTER” FOR BILL-POSTERS. 





UNLEss You WANT SOMETHING LIKE THE ABOVE 
TO HAPPEN TO You. 








REPARTEE. 
New York, May, ’83. 
Dear Augusta: 

Where did you put my diamond studs? I 
am going to Coney Island on Wednesday with 
a very nice girl—strawberry blonde with blue 
eyes, Ever your loving 

Hussy. 


SARATOGA, May, ’83. 
Dear Augustus: 

I brought the studs with me for safe-keeping ; 
and have just lent them to the Count di Spag- 
hetti, who is going to take me out driving—a 
real darling genuine count, with the loveliest, 
softest black moustache. 

Ever your own little 


WIFEY. 


‘TIS 


NOW. 





pale. 


head. 


De THE chowder ’s in the pot, 
And the days are getting hot, 
And we all begin to swelter with a swelt, swelt, swelt. 
While the crimson lemonade 
Through a straw enchants the maid, 
Who displays a bunch of flowers at her belt, belt, belt. 


Now the cat begins to scoot 

From the well-directed boot, 
And the poodle wears a kettle on his tail, tail, tail. 

Now the Vassar maidens mount 

Every soda-water fount, 
And they drink vermilion liquid till they ’re pale, pale, 


Now the ice-man with a smile 
Slings his haughty summer style, 
And the plumber bows in solitude his head, head, head. 
Now the steamer-whistle blows, 
And the bee deserts the rose 
Long enough to sting the small boy on the head, head, 


Now the cuffs and collars melt, 
Now the monte-man is felt, 
And the circus in the country does appear, ’pear, ’pear. 
No intelligence this, by Jo! 
These are facts all people know, 
For they ’re written by the joker every year, year, year. 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 
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“Are you a native of this country?” 


THEY MET BY CHANCE. 





A TALE OF THE CENSUS. 





° 


** Your name, please?” 





*¢ You are a widow, I believe?” 


Fourth question (sof in the list): «* Do yor. 





AMPLIFIED ADS. 








WANTED—A Boy on Pies. 


OnE HAVING 


THE CAPACITY TO TAKE IN ALL THE REQUIRE- 
MENTS WILL FIND A DESIRABLE POSITION AT THE 


NATIONAL BAKERY. 








Dear Clarinda: 


Dear Tom: 


SARATOGA, May 8th, 1883. 


Tom. 


Care May, May goth, 1883. 


CLARINDA, 


And that’s how she came to get a solitaire 
diamond ring. 





wish to remain a widow any longer?” 


Fifth question: ‘« Your age, please?” 
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Picxincs From Puck. 
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TO SUIT THE STYLE OF THE ELEVATED ROADS. 


THEIR PROBABLE RECONSTRUCTION 


ABR | 








ANSWERS FOR THE 
ANXIOUS. 


HASELTINE.—She is wait- 
ing to hear from you. 

W. J. Sours.—Our artists 
don’t think they can make 
anything out of your sketch 
fora cartoon. But hist, W. 
J., a2 word in your ear! We 
will sell it ourselves, some 
nice dark night this week, to 
a blind horse-impresario, to 
be used as a circus-poster in 
the wilder towns of the great 
West. 

R. R. W. Furniss.—You 
want to know whether it is 
proper to wear a double fob- 
chain. We are not accus- 
tomed to answering delicate 
questions of taste like this 
one; but we may safely say, 
after a careful inspection of 
your verses, that the chain 
you ought to wear is one with 
an eighteen-pound ball at 
the end of it. 

ALFA.—Yes, we know a 
lot about decorative art; but 
we can not tell you how to 
decorate your father’s tin 
dinner-pail. Perhaps the 
best scheme would be to 
decorate the inside of it with 
a good, solid meridian feed, 
and then, if you feel a wild 
and uncontrollable desire to 
paint sunflowers and lilies, 
put your artistic efforts on 
the kergsene-can. The con- 
templation of them may per- 
haps soothe the hired-girl’s 
passage across Jordan. 

W. J. D.—We are glad 
to learn from your letter that 
vou are a young man eight- 
een years of age, and ap- 
prenticed to a machinist, and 
that you want to know wheth- 
er to study Greek or to get 
married. We are happy to 
throw all possible light on 
your perplexity. We have 
not had time to inquire 
among the bachelors of our 
acquaintance; but we have 

. asked a few questions of the 
married men we know, and 
they appear to be unani- 
mously of the opinion that 
a classical education is a 


* great thing for a young man. 


SOMETHING WRONG SOMEWHERE. 
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AT OUR SUMMER-RESORTS—FORTY WOMEN TO ONE MAN. 


RHYMES FOR BOOK 
BUYERS. 


Literally Rendered from the 
Original (Catalogue). 





«¢ Woman’s Rights,” 

««On the Heights.” 

*¢ Short Stories,” 

*¢ Morning Glories.” 

*¢ Life of Kit Carson,” 

*¢ The Country Parson.” 

*¢ Six Litthe Cooks,” 

«« Browning Among Books.” 

** Divided Ways,” 

‘¢ Who Breaks Pays.” 

*« Roman Days,” 

** Macaulay’s Lays.” 

*« Terrace Roses,’ 

‘¢ Ingersoll and Moses.” 

«¢ A Forlorn Hope,” 

‘The Army Under Pope.” 

«* Owen Glendower,” 

«« Cometh up as a Flower.” 

‘¢ Fetters,” 

«« Autograph Letters.” 

** Dross,” 

‘¢ The Mill on the Floss.” 

‘¢ Little Prudy,” 

‘¢ Sermons of Moody.” 

‘¢ Shiftless Folks,” 

‘¢ Book of Jokes.” 

‘¢ Alroy,” 

«‘ That Awful Boy.” 

‘¢ A Beautiful Wretch,” 

«*On the Home Stretch.” 

«* All in the Dark,” 

‘«¢ Certain Men of Mark.” 

‘¢ Tit for Tat,” 

«¢A Man’sa Man fora’That.” 

** Never Too Late to Mend,” 

“From John O’Groat’s to 

; Land’s End.” 

‘¢ Puritans and Shakers,’’ and 

‘* Life Among the Quakers.” 
&e., &c., &c., &e. 











SIC TRANSIT. 


TRIOLET. 


Departed is the glory 
Of A. T. S. & Co.; 
The Jews can tell the story— 
Departed is the glory; 
Like the Aurora Bore- 
Alis’s golden glow, 
Departed is the glory 
Of A. T. S. & Co. 
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PUCKERINGS. 


A MONKEY AND a man 
have been biting and 
fighting one another in 
Chicago. The monkey 
is now said to be suffer- 
ing from alcoholic poi- 
soning. 


A BALTIMORE GIRL at 
Cape May wears a red- 
white-and-blue bathing- 
suit; and when a shark 
chased her the other 
day she said he came 
for a close shave. 





NOTHING MAK a 
woman crazier than to 
plant mignonette, and, 
when it comes up, to | 
ascertain that the seeds- 
man put cabbage-seed 
into the wrong envelope. 








THE WALLOoons and 
the Huguenots were said 
to be among the earliest 
settlers on Staten Island. 
This was about 1675. | 
The date of the settle- 
ment of mosquitos is 
not given; but it was 
probably two or three 
hundred years before 


THE STREETS OF NEW YORK. 

















A BUSINESS THOROUGHFARE. 


INSECT POWDER. 

FOOLs RUSH in where 
angels fear to tread. 
Any thoroughly quali- 
fied seraph knows 
enough to avoid the 
Congressional end of a 
mule. 


A KIND WORD may 
turn away wrath, but it 
won’t turn away a bull- 
dog when he is after a 
small boy and the small 
boy is trying to escape 
with the contents of the 
orchard. 

















“TAKE CARE of the 
useful, and the beautiful 
will take care of itself.” 
This is what the fond 
and numerous father re- 
marked when he mar- 
ried off his ugliest 
daughter first. 





It 1s said that Ten- 
nyson is fond of sitting 
in a high-backed chair 
looking at sheep. It is 
possible that while thus 
occupied he gets up the 
drivel that appears over 
his name in the Eng- 











that, judging by the hold 
of their descendants on the island. 





SOME MEN are awful mean; but the one that 
goes into a cigar-store and sucks the alcohol off 
the cigar-lighter, and tells his friends he never 
paid a cent for liquor in his life, ought to go 
up head and stay there for his natural life. 





THE MAN who is doubtful about summer 
having set in is the Park Row restaurateur, 
whose bill-of-fare sports strawberry-short-cake 
at one end, and “ look out for overcoat thieves ”’ 
at the other. 





“TAKE THAT right away,” said the young 
man to the waiter, as he pointed to a saucer of 
whipped cream which had been brought for his 
strawberries: “I did not come in here to get 
shaved.” 





AN AMPLIFIED AD. 
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WANTED—A Cnurtp’s Nurse —One ACCUSTOMED 
TO THE BOTTLE PREFERRED. 





A SUGGESTION FOR A SOUTHERN 
SCARECROW. 





‘*¢H1 YAH! YOU BUH’DS, DON’ YOU SPILE DEM 
WATEPMILLIONS!’ 








IMPORTANCE. 





It ’s hard to journey back to town, 
And end your short “ vacate,” 

When you were growing nicely brown, 
Contented, strong, elate. 

But here the pang comes fair and square— 
Learning, while you were gone, 

How well, although you were not there, 
Your world kept going on. 





lish magazines, It is dif- 
ferent with us. When we sit in a high-backed 
chair looking at sheep, we think of nothing but 
mutton-chops and Bass’s ale, 





“I NEVER POET of roses in the spring-time,” 
remarked Saadi, as he put ink over the yellow 
stain on his well-worn Derby: “ Thirty cents a 
bud knocks the fire of genius out cf me.” 





LoBsTERS, IT Is reported, are scarce and dear, 
This shows that the crustaceans are cultivating 
a decent dignity, and have some ambition to 
occupy the lofty position of the strawberry and 
the asparagus-plant. 


Wirt Is the dew-drop on the rose of conver- 
sation; but the distillation of it is not so profit- 
able to the comic writer as attar of roses is to 
the perfumer. 


AN AMPLIFIED AD. 








WANTED—Hanps on Pocxet-Booxs, 
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PUCKERINGS. 


THE soy who isn’t 
strong enough to chop 
wood is strong enough 
to hammer a base-ball 
so far that he can make 
a home-run. 


‘“‘ A NEW BROOM Sweeps 
clean.” It doesn’t if 
the boy is sweeping up 
the back-yard and the 
gang is waiting to get 
up on his roof to raise 
a kite. 


CassEL_’s Family Mag- 
azine wants to know: 
“ Shall we send our girls 
to boarding - school ?”’ 
Certainly; it will spruce 
them up, gumparatively 
speaking. 


In Durango, Col., re- 
cently, a marriage took 
place, and the notice of 
it in the paper said: 
“Cards.” Every per- 
son in the whole town 
brought a pack, and 
some a couple of them. 


Wuy was the air reek- 
ing with black and blue 
profanity at Farmer 
Skinflint’s boarding- 
house last week? Well, 
it was just this: he ad- 
vertiscd lawn-tennis 
along with the usual list 
of comforts. But two 
old rusty crab-nets tied 
together and stretched 
across two fence-rails 
don’t fill the bill. 


BOWERY BUSINESS BEAUTIES. 
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THE PorRTRAIT STYLE OF ADVERTISING AS ADOPTED BY OuR EAST SIDE MERCHANTS. 











LOUISE. 


Passing, I saw my book of rhymes 
Lying neglected on her knees, 
And so I said, “I ’ll just drop in 
And chat awhile with fair Louise.” 
For she was fair as Helen was, 
And then I loved her tenderly; 
Her voice was like the song of birds, 
Her white arms tapered slenderly. 


A half-sipped julep and a straw. 





I bent above her upturned face, 
And sho-id you wish to question why— 
Perhaps to whisper something low 
Of lovers coming thro’ the rye. 
Her breath I ’°d drunk a hundred times 
And knew it was as sweet as wine; 
But, oh! her breath that afternoon 
Was rarer than a breath divine. 
It was a hint of heaven to me, 
And so I said. Just then I saw, 
Concealed behind my last bouquet, 


R. W. CRISWELL. 





INSECT POWDER. 


The rose is the emblem 
of love, but the early rose 
potato filleth the stomach. 

Truth is stranger than 
fiction, and that is the rea- 
son that so many people 
go short on it. 


The fool rushes down 
to Wall Street just as the 
inexperienced bull-dog 
jumps against a wire-fence. 


The playing of Orpheus 
may have made the animals 
flock about him; but we are 
willing to bet that it didn’t 
cut off a beef-steak and 
broil it. 


“T hate to appear mer- 
cenary,” remarks Hafiz: 
“but I would like to dis- 
count my poetic immortality 
at gg per cent and take it 
out in potatos.” 


God may have made the 
country and the devil the 
town; but they must have 
changed off when it came 
to constructing the men 
who keep eligible summer 
boarding-places and creat- 
ing New York girls. 


Humble merit always re- 
ceives the golden reward. 
The plumber, who cannot 
go into respectable society, 
can make more money in 
a day than can the eloquent 
statesman in whose honor 
public dinners are given. 








= 


THE AMATEUR 


¢¢ YOU WILL PERCEIVE, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, THAT I WILL NOW PROCEED 
TO PERFORM A FEAT THAT WILL CREATE THE UTMOST ASTONISHMENT.” 


MAGICIAN. 



































Pickincs FRoM Puck. 











We would get only one-half. John Bull would 
claim the other—perhaps the Lion’s share— ; 





Monopolists might seize it, and a polar-bear would 
look twice before rubbing himself against it. 





If relic-hunters didn’t get ahead— 


IF THE NORTH POLE WERE DISCOVERED— 





Most likely it would soon lose its identity, 





And leave nothing for late visitors but the 
pleasure of taking soundings of the hole, 








TROCHES. 


THE Ir1isH Lanp AcT— 
Squatting. 


Soon, LIKE'the golden char- 
iots of the gods, will the cor- 
pulent yellow ice-wagon go 
rolling in a pretty fine frenzy 
down the street, and the gay 
and festive Mercury, sitting 
on the box, will reach around 
with his whip and knock the 
small boy head over heels off 
the hind-step; and thereby 
hangs a narrative. 





IF A man’s pocket contains 
fifty five-cent pieces and one 
two-cent piece, and he is in 
the middle of a crowd div- 
ing for an elevated train as 
though each one had but a 
moment to live and wanted 
to die on the train, he will 
certainly pull that two-cent 
piece out. Then he will drop 
it back, and, in endeavoring 
to fetch up half-a-dime, fish 
out the two-cent piece again. 
And the only way he ever 
gets out the half-dime is to 
haul out a handful of coins 
at once, 























RURAL DELIGHTS. 
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STRANGE AND HorRIBLE CREATURES SEEN BY Miss HIGHROLLER ON HER FIRST 


VIsIT TO THE COUNTRY. 


NOCTURNE. 





I ’m hid by the honeysuckles 
And seem in fairyland, 

Half-a-set of female knuckles 
Are resting in my hand, 


Her rings in the moonlight glisten, 
Her sweet breath warms my cheek; 
It seems that the flowers listen, 
It seems the flowers speak. 


The rose says, timidly: «* Mister, 
Doth love your soul beguile?” 

The lily, her so-called sister, 
Replies: ‘* Well, I should smile.” 


No goat on the stove-pipe ’s dining, 
All nature is at rest, 

While her golden head ’s reclining 
Upon my dollar vest. 


In this nest of honeysuckles 
I find love’s fairyland, 
With half of her total knuckles 
Reposing in my hand. 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK, 








EVEN SO. 


There is a lover in the meadow, 
There 1s a lover on the lawn; 

Meanwhile, she wishes one in Yeddo, 
Th, other one in pawn, 





A coquette she—a subtle, heartless, 
Sweet attractrix of the youth; 
But her papa’s boot, though artless, 
Is uncouth. Epwarp WIcK. 





Tanager . 
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Picxincs From Puck. 





TO THE LOBSTER. 


Crustaceous fish! 
Gem of the briny deep, 
Thou makest a dish 
Nice to our taste, yet cheap! 
And though, when in the deep blue sea 
The early fisherman pots thee, 
Thou ’rt lively as a fish can be, 
And dark in hue, 
Yet when, within his humble cot, 
The hardy fisher does thee pot, 
Thou ’rt red as maid whose blushes hot 
Steal swift in view; 
Then, made in salad, it is clear 
No dish can ever be thy peer 
When thou art served with foaming 
beer: 
And, lest thou fly also, 
We scarce can wish 





A Mutual Watch; or, What Neither Could See. 
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TO THE SHAD. 





O da.aty Shad! 
Although a mass of bones, 
Thou makest glad 
Even kings upon their thrones! 
The lovely days which poets sing, 
And which we call the early spring, 
No sweeter food than thee do bring 
As fades away the snow. 
O fishermen, though Shad are high, 
Bring on your fish —we’re sure to buy, 
And don’t forget our earnest cry: 
Roe, fishers, roe! 
Fresh Shad old ocean cannot beat; 
Its flesh, so delicate and sweet, 
All mortals dearly love to eat. 
Ah, Shad, thy loss would make 
The world quite sad: 
*Mong fish you take the cake, 











7, 
oe ane MISTRESS:—‘*I wish I could see if she’s —, O dainty Shad! 
: “1 j i d if she’ ing! 
en MAID I just wish I could see if she’s looking ARTHUR Lor. 
LIGHT AND SHADE IN THE LIFE OF A TRAMP. 























JERSEY TRAMP—Monarcu oF ALL HE Surveys. 


























MASSACHUSETTS TRAMP—THE MAJEsTy OF THE LAW Must BE ENFORCED. 








A MAN May be as sure-footed as a goat; but 
when he is standing up in a Broadway stage 
with an umbrella in one hand and the other in 
the lining of an old vest trying to fish out a 
five-cent piece, and the stage lurching around 
so that at any moment he expects to be de- 
posited in a corpulent lady’s lap or sent head 
first through the door—then, oh, then does his 
sure-footedness avail him so little that he is 
worse off than when on skates for the first time. 





WE CAN NEVER know how many famous peo- 
ple there are in the world until we read the list 
of visitors at the various watering-places. 





AND Now the soft, sweet, balmy days come 
floating along, showering roses in the fields and 
making the birds sing on the budding boughs 
of the orchards. The brooks are beginning to 
purl, and the stage-driver is laying aside his 
army overcoat and getting his straw-hat in con- 
dition. The farmer is raising lettuce, and the 
hotel-man is raising his rates. The wood-man 
is cutting down the maple, the old lady is cut- 
ting down the paternal overcoat to make the 
boys trousers, and the yellow dog is cutting 
down the street with a kettle. But never mind, 
it is not necessary to go into details; summer 
is here, and that is all we started out to say. 





It Is stated that you can tell a man’s weight 
by the sound of his foot-fall; but this cannot 
be so, because a young man who recently read 
the paragraph sized up the weight of his girl’s 
father. He thought, by his foot-fall, he must 
weigh about one hundred and ten pounds; but 
one night, when the old man kicked him so 
hard at the door that he didn’t touch the stoop 
going down, he came to the conclusion that the 
kicker weighed as much as a safe. 





“ Stockincs I can do without, but ear-rings 
I must have,’’ a San Francisco belle was heard 
to murmur in the gloaming. 




































































Picxincs From luck. 








AN EXTRA ANSWER FOR AN ANXIOUS INQUIRER. 





Noco PENDOODLE.—Will | palace in which Puck is 


we gratify your innocent 
curiosity and do a favor 
to many other interested 
readers by telling you how 
the cartoons in Puck are 
made? We will, young 
man, Nothing will afford 
us greater satisfaction. 
Those rainbow creations of 
satiric fancy which you may 
purchase for ten cents on 
any news-stand, $5 a year, 
postage prepaid, are de- 
signed by an agile and 
dyspeptic artist, who has 
a block of pine wood—ma- 
hogany we use only when 
the circulation is booming 
to an extraordinary degree 
—on which he daubs what- 
ever comes into his head. 
Yes, he invents all his own 
ideas, and he would invent more, but his time is largely occupied in kill- 
ing amateurs who drop in with suggestions. If you have a suggestion for 
a cartoon, take it out into a green field and fasten it up and let it graze 
until it is big and strong, and then tie a millstone about its neck and 
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that block on a hand- 

press—one of the old- 
fashioned kind that used 
to worry the profanity 
out of Benjamin Frank- 
lin. The artist that we 
turned in to _ illustrate 
this explanation has 
drawn a new patent 
mangle of his own, in- 
stead of a press; but if 
you will kindly imagine 
something as utterly and 
entirely different from 
the sketch as a bull-dog 
is from a summer sunset, 
you will have a clear 
idea of the ordinary 
hand-press. When the 
artist has ground out the 
whole edition he is pretty 
well tired. It is an arduous task, and very often our Goat Editor, who 
is of a benevolent nature, goes down and reads his own poems, and 
Talmage’s sermons, and other acrobatic literature, to the toiling artist. 
This does not lighten his labors; but it makes him anxious to get 


published, and heaves i) a Ay B54 
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cast it into the depths of the sea. That will be the healthiest thing for | through and have a chance to take it cut of the editor, and he drops 
the suggestion, and for you too. But let us rustle on with our little tale. | his whole soul into the work. Then, just as he is nearing the end, the 
We are going to cast an electric light on this matter for your benefit, if | Goat Editor lights out and takes a train for some quiet suburban re- 
we have to see Ananias and go him seven or eight better onasmall hand, | treat. After this, it is necessary only to color the pictures. This is 
with the cold deck caught half way up our sleeve where we can’t get it | done with a large and expensive brush, made from the hair of spring 


down. When theathletic 
artist has finished draw- 
ing his Uncle Sams and 
Goddesses of Liberty 
and Eagles and all the 
rest of the cartoonist’s 
regular props, he lays 
that block down on the 
Minton-tiled floor of his 
studio, removing the 
priceless Turkish rug for 
that purpose, and furrows 
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Hail Montana out of it (ye 
withaspike about thesize 4 Ho 5 

of a wash-bill with five 7% LGN 
years’ accrued interest. "YAY 
He encourages the spike Yo ) 


with a mallet. This is hard 
work; but the artist is not 
through yet. The picture 
is now engraved, and 
it has to be printed. 
He travels down to the 
basement of the marble 
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poets. The coloring ma- 
terial is contained in an 
ordinary pail. It is all of 
one shade, and it is only 
the method of applying 
it that makes the differ- 
ence in the tints. Then 
the papers are sent out 
and sold, and the artist 
goes off and takes a ten- 
cent Turkish bath and 
a glass of cider and a 
rest. ‘That is the way in 
which the cartoons of 
Puck are made. We 
hope, Mr. Pendoodle, 
that this explanation 
will satisfy you and a 
few other anxious in- 
quirers. If it doesn’t, 
call around at the office 
and ask for our E Pluri- 
bus Unum fighting edi- 
tor. He will satisfy you. 
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*«‘ Boys, YOU DON’T KNOW HOW TO MANAGE THAT SPRING-BOARD. 
I’LL JUST WALK OUT ON IT AND SHOW YOU HOW I DID IT WHEN I 
WAS A BOY.” 
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But HE WEIGHED More THAN HE Dip WHEN HE Was A Boy. 
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AGGRESSIVE ADVERTISING. 


WE HAVEN’T QUITE COME TO THIS; 











PUCKERINGS. 





IT Is just hereabouts that the first picnic par- 
ties go out into the damp woods and get a good 
square chance of re-assembling on the other 
side of Jordan, 


“ AH, LOVE,” she murmured, as they wandered 
through the moonlight: “ah, dearest, why do 
the summer roses fade ?” 

He happened to be a young chemist of a 
practical turn of mind, and he replied that it 
was owing to the insufficiency of oxygen in the 
atmosphere. 





THERE are hearts that beat quicker when the 
strawberry season comes; there are spirits that 
brighten when the raspberry puts in his gentle 
claim; there are souls that gladden when the 
pineapple slices himself up; there are eyes that 
glisten with joy when the watermelon moves in; 
but the average small boy’s delight doesn’t 
reach its climax until it has tackled a fresh 
tomato. 
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BUT WE ARE PRETTY 
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A SMALL Boy who no harm apprehended 


To the tree-top serenely ascended, 


For an immature peach 
That hung out of reach: 


The funeral was largely attended. 





NEAR IT. 

















HIS BOOK. 





There is a current journalistic fiction to the 
effect that every newspaper man is at work, 
privately and out of business hours, upon a 
book that is to immortalize his name. When- 
ever one of the boys absents himself from the 
public gaze for several days, and appears at 
last, very shaky about the fingers and watery as 
to the eyes, it is understood that he has been 
at work upon his book. We knew one man 
who lived many years on a cheap reputation 
acquired in this way. He wassfipposed to spend 
his spare time in compiling an immense con- 
tribution to science, im the shape of a work on 
Entomolégy. It was only after his death that 
it was discovered that he used to write the cir- 
culars for a Lightning Insect Exterminator. 





‘THE GREEN peach wakes up and scratches its 
head, turns over, ripest side out, and gets down 
off the tree to stand sweetly and innocently 
in the path of the little boy whom the gods 
love. 








A Bap Man. 


The days have 
come whenethe ado 
lescent rustic, re- 
turned to his home 
from his first visit to 
New York, sits on 
the big kitchen-table 
and swings his legs 
and tells of the 
wonders and myster- 
ies of the great city, 
and the superior style 
and size of the met- 
ropolitan prayer- 
meetings ‘ compared 
with those of South 
Podunk, and then 
adds, with the non- 
chalant air of a man 
of the world, slightly 
subdued by some ap- 
prehensive doubt as 
to the reception the 
remark is likely to 
meet with: 

“T ben to the play- 
house, tu.” 
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THERE Is one grief 
that time does not 
heal—a woman’s first 
wrinkle. 





A REALISTIC SKETCH. 


( 
AN 


THE TONSORIAL ESTABLISHMENT OF THE DAY. 





‘¢HERE, Sin, YOu’RE NEXT IN ONE MINUTE—ONLY THIRTEEN AHEAD OF YOU. 


Ou, Very DEEP! 


Be kind to the 
book-agent. He has 
a father, perhaps, 
and a mother, who 
knew him in his in- 
nocent youth, Per- 
haps even now, in 
some peaceful New 
England village, 
fond hearts are beat- 
ing for him, and 
sweet lips breathe 
love’s dearest pray- 
ers for his welfare. 
Therefore lay him 
down tenderly, fold 
his hands peacefully 
on his breast, and 
close his eyes gently 
as you put him to 
rest under the quiet 
branches of the old 
weeping - willow, in 
which the birds carol 
all through the sum- 
_ mer days their soft- 
| est songs. But plant 
| him deep — plant 
| him deep! 
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RAILROAD FARE— 


Oblige Us by Wartinc!” Peanuts. 
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THE PREVALENT MANIA REACHES 


THE STRIKE OF THE SEASON. 








OUR BOARDING-HOUSE 
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A BOLD BURGLARY. 





It was a wild and mysterious robbery, and, 
under the circumstances, it was no wonder it 
wasn’t found out. 


* 


“Jane,” said Mrs. Van Shoddy to her maid: 
“TI have a hundred thousand dollars’ worth of 
jewels in this room. In order that they may be 
quite safe, lay them about on the dressing-table 
and the chairs.” 

“ Yes, ma’am,’’ answered Jane, with a curtsy: 
“and as an extra precaution I will leave some of 
them in the drawers, locked up, and I will also 
leave the key in the lock.” 

Having satisfied themselves that all was safe, 
the lady and her maid left the room and went 
below, where they encountered the coachman. 

“John,” said the lady: “as there is an enor- 
mous amount of valuable property up-stairs, kindly 
arrange to have all the servants below at the same 


time, and all the guests being at dinner, we may. 


consider the house and one hundred thousand 
dollars’ worth of jewelry quite safe.” 


“ Bill,” said the first burglar: “if we borrow 
two long ladders of the builder, and walk up to 
the mansion with ’em and put ’em up agin the 
bedroom window, it ain’t likely as anybody ’Il see 
us. Comeon, That’s right. Now put the lad- 
ders firm, and just go in and bring the jewels out. 
You can take half-an-hour, because it’s nothing 
unusual for not a soul to be about up-stairs in a 
house with fifty people in it. Got the lot? All 
right! We’ll go and buy the tickets for Boston 
and go home.” 


- 

“You see,” said the detective: “we're on the 
track, but it’s such a difficult case. You see, they 
got two ladders and carried ’em through the town 
and along the avenue, and there’s so few people 
would notice two men getting into a lady’s bed- 
room window, and the police in the neighborhood, 
of course, can’t find out how they got the ladders, 





and nobody can imagine anybody in the house , 


was ‘in it;? so, you see, it’s a mysterious affair. 
But we're on the track.” 


_ The Herald, March 8th, 1899: “The last set of 
Jewels in the country was stolen this morning from 
the owner’s house in broad daylight. Two police- 
men were in the room at the time, as well as the 
coachman and housemaid, but they noticed noth- 
ing particular. The detectives are on the track.” 








ee 


NOCTURNE. 





When through thy bower that woodbine 
wreathes, 
The summer moon shines softly, Sue, 
And sweet o’er earth the zephyr breathes, 
The drooping daffodil to woo; 

When nature seems in tune for lovers, 
And birds are mute within the trees, 
And sweet the tranquil moonbeam hovers 

Upon the starland’s argosies; 


When bounteously the balmy air 

With exquisite aroma teems, 
And you, O! lady mine, prepare 

To gently glide to rosy dreams, 
Wherein you see rich jewels shining 

On meads of fresh-bJown violets, 
I pray, my sweet, before reclining, 

Look well to the mosquito-nets. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 





SUCH IS LIFE, 








It Is ONLY JOHNNY’S LITTLE WAGON, WHICH 
HE HAD LEFT ON THE STAIRS— 





BUT IT MATFRIALLY ASSISTED THE OLD MAN 
IN HIS DESCENT. 








POLICEMEN AT THE CLUB. 





“Policemen at the Oar” is the heading in the 


World of a report of the rowing-matches of a pla- 
toon of the Fourth Precinct ; but the highly in- 
teresting clubbing-matches of other platoons of 
other precincts have not received the attention 
they merit from our daily contemporaries. Puck, 
therefore, supplies the omission, which will be en- 
tertaining reading for all lovers of true sport. 

The trial of skill took place in ‘Tompkins 
Square, in the presence of a large and appreciative 
crowd. The first match was intensely exciting, 
a harmless old pencil-peddler being the party who 
was to be first practised upon; the policeman first 
to crack the skull to be promoted. ‘The only 
weapons allowed were the long wooden locusts. 

The competition was exceedingly lively. Pa- 
trolman Pat McGinness drew first blood by a 
good square tap on the forehead, which made the 
old peddler reel about in a manner too funny for 
anything. ‘The hilarity among the spectators was 
really immense, and indicated the deep interest 
taken in this delightful amusement. 

Roundsman Mick McGrath then advanced to- 
ward the absurdly venerable peddler, and dealt a 
vigorous but artistic blow on the temple. This 
knocked the peddler senseless, and the applause 
was deafening; but subsided when it became 
known that the police-surgeon referee had pro- 
nounced the skull still sound. Sergeant Larry 
Doolan walked gaily to the spot, and after a gen- 
tle flourish, allowed his club to descend smartly 
on the head of the astonished peddler. There was 
no mistake this time. The crack was heard all 
over the grounds; and amid the cheers of thou- 
sands, the Police Commissioners promoted Ser- 
geant Larry Doolan to the captaincy of a precinct. 
The peddler’s body was sent to the morgue. 

The second match was not so exciting. It was 
to break a news-boy’s arm or leg in the shortest 
possible time; open to patrolmen only. First prize, 
promotion to roundsman; second prize, vote of 
thanks by Police Commissioners, Patrolman 
Paddy O’Rafferty won both prizes, making a 
compound fracture of both arm and leg of a 
plump news-boy in three blows in three seconds. 

The remaining events were knocking down and 
maiming sober and drunken women. The ability 
to do this was manifested with equal skill by a'l 
the competitors; so that it was impossible to award 
a prize without invidious distinctions. 

And New York is justly proud of the finest po- 
lice in the world. B. B. VALLENTINE. 
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THE GREAT AMERICAN SWORD-SWALLOWER 


A SCHEME FOR HIS SUPPRESSION. 


The Great American Sword-Swallower is 
one of the consummate glories of our repub- 
lican civilization. He is the perfect flower 
of social equality. He goes on the principle 
that what is good enough for him is good 
enough for anybody else; and he has a high 
and holy contempt for the delicate nerves of 
others born less free and easy. 

You meet him at all the country hotels. He 
is one of the attractions. It is to see him that 
people on their wedding-tour put up at uncom- 








fortable hostelries. When a young couple, in 
the first fresh enthusiasm of hope and love, sit 
down at a hotel table and see the Great Ameri- 
can Sword-Swallower masticating his knife- 
blade, it gives them an insight into the stern 
realities of life which may be extremely valuable 
to them. 

He is likewise a valuable man for the hotel- 


keeper, for nobody within sight of him is likely | 


to eat much. We have known the economical 
host of a popular tavern to keep a hungry party 
of travelers waiting for half-an-hour, while he 


sent for a solo performer on the table-knife. | 


He gave the sword-swallower his dinner free 
of charge, and made money on the transaction, 


or did much eating while they were there. 
The Great American Sword-Swallower is un- 
doubtedly a man of nerve. It is not everybody 
who has the courage to thrust into his mouth a 
keen-edged blade of steel, nor every one who 


has enough of the Spartan disregard for his | 


palate to fill his mouth with the unpleasant fer- 
ruginous taste imparted by hot viands plastered 
upon steel. 








A CURIOUS CREATURE AT CONEY ISLAND. 


It is supposed to crawl up out of the sea, and is called the ‘« masher.” 


_ 





It fixes its attention upon ladies— 








And, unless it is promptly dealt with, it will cause great annoyance. 


But nerve alone is not enough to make a 
man popular. A book-agent has nerve—lots 
of nerve—more nerve than he or those around 
him have any use for. Yet the book-agent is 
not popular. Hence this single fine charac- 
teristic of the Great American Sword-Swal- 
lower fails to win for him the love and respect 
of his fellow-men, being unsupported by other 
pleasing qualities. He is respected by hotel- 





| in his shirt-sleeves. 


keepers; but it is not unfair to state that this is 


the only class where he excites anything ap- 


proaching enthusiastic admiration. 
For it has been generally observed that the 
G. A. S. S. adds to his distinguishing peculiar- 


| ity various minor peculiarities of more or less 


objectionableness, 
He usually chews tobacco—indeed, there 
seems to be some sort of occult connection be- 


| tween tobacco chewing and eating with the 
None of the others lingered long at the table, | 


knife. He always has a tendency to go about 
He is given to putting his 
feet on the table or the mantelpiece. He is 
sure to talk loud, to swear profusely in public, 
and to make a cuspidor of his entire environ- 
ment. ‘Thus it is that we do not love him as 
we love the tender summer sunset—not as we 
love the carol of leaf-embowered birds—not 
as we love our best girl, for instance, 
| Thus it is that an unknown individual of re- 
fined tastes and mechanical skill has perfected 
an invention that will probably effect the com- 
_ plete suppression of the Great American Sword- 
| Swallower. 
| This invention is beautiful in 
| its simplicity. It is, to all out- 
| ward appearance, an ordinary 
table-knife, except that at the 
| cutting end of the blade there 
‘may be faintly seen a pivot, 
| which also serves as a rivet, 
| binding together the three parts 


| of which the tip of the blade is 


° 








composed, These three parts 
/are in reality sections of the 
knife, being like smaller blades 
cut from the edges, much on the 
principle of the barbed harpoon, 
These are skillfully brought to- 
gether, and the pivot which se- 
cures them conceals a strong but 
delicate spring, which is put in- 
to operation by any such slow 
pressure as the lips of the Sword- 
Swallower exert upon the blade 
before he removes it from his 
mouth. 

When that pressure is felt upon the end of 
the new patent knife, the effect is instantaneous. 
The sections of the edges fly out laterally, and 
the barbs pierce the Sword-Swallower’s cheeks, 
becoming only more firmly embedded by every 
attempt to withdraw the knife from the mouth. 

This discourages the Sword-Swallower, and, 
after the experience has been repeated a few 
times, either reforms him or hastens his passage 
over Jordan. 











A LAUREL LEAF. 


| “ How sweet to wander in the forest glade 


Beside thee, my beloved, peerless maid, 
In utter ecstasy, with naught but sighs 
To speak my love. In vain thy lover tries 


| To paint in words the wild, mad joy he feels— 


Oh, by-the-way, have you seen Puck ON 
WHEELS ?” F. 1. C. 


SEASONABLE. 
Now the maiden coy and pale 
With her Corydon doth sail, 


| And her Leghorn hat ’s encircled by a wreath 


wreath, wreath. 
And the cream on shining plate 
She doth toy with, soul-elate, 
While she munches with her fifty-dollar teeth, 
teeth, teeth. A. M 



























—_—_—__ 


| Picxincs From Puck. 13 























BITS OF TALK. 


Caught in Passing the Ladies on Sixth 
Avenue, near 14th Street, 4 P. M. 








“ And they charged me eleven 
cents a dozen, because the man 
said—”’ 

“There were only two im- 
ported with real lace; the others 
had—” 

“No place for a towel on the 
side; but the prettiest—” 

“« Number two-and-a-half, in- 
deed! Why, she wears—” 

“ Knickerbockers, with an 
opening on the side, and—” 

“Plain shirt-front, nothing 
else, except a little trimming 
at the—” 

“ Gored waist with beads—” 

“Well! If I can wear them 
without hurting me when I get 
home—” 

“Laced up on the side, just 
like those old-fashioned—” 

“ Bathing-suits at this time 
of year! Well, what next ?--” 

“TI declare! I believe I left 
that bundle at the last—” 

“Poor old blind man with 
his dog! Just like—” 

“ That dowdy thing crossing 
over the—”’ 

“ Way to buy things at Ma- 
cy’s is to-—” 

“Never wash them in hot 
water—”’ 

“So the floor-walker said, 
really, Madam—” 

“T never take them off the 
children all the year round—”’ 


MANAT. 


THE SPRING of 1883 was 
characterized by freshets, the 
summer by tornados, and now 
autumn will soon be on its 
sere. 




















WHAT IS SUMMER? 





QuUOTH PATERFAMILIAS. 
6” dreary time when I must leave my home, 
Where things are to my taste, 
And to some wretched rural homestead roam, 
Some doleful country waste, 
And there be put in a small room to sleep, 
And feed on food that ’s dreadful cheap. 


QuUOTH MATERFAMILIAS: 
The time when we can fasten blind and door, 
And let the Jacksons know 
That we have gone to rusticate once more, 
(They can’t afford to go); 
Poor food and rooms we must endure awhile, 
So long as summer boarding is in style. 


QUOTH JASPER (aged 20): 
The jolly days when all the fellows go 
Away from this hot town, 
And “‘ mash” some village maiden, don’t you know, 
Dressed up in gingham gown, 
And guy the farmers, who ’re so jolly green 
Beside our city chaps, so shrewd and keen. 


; QuoTH BELLE (aged 17): 
The lovely time when every stylish girl, 
Unless her father ’s ‘* broke,” 
Delights to haste frem fashion’s giddy whirl, 
And live with country folk, 
And on the rustic beaux try all the arts 
With which in fall she ’1l conquer rich chaps’ hearts, 


QUOTH JIM (aged 17): 
Oh, it ’s those bully days when boys can run, 
And swim, and row, and fish, 
And j lay outdoors, however hot the sun, 
As long as they may wish, 
And when mama won’t care, although she knows 
We ’re getting tanned and spoiling our good clothes. 


QuoTH May (aged 8): 
The real nice time when girls can play like boys, 
And not a bit be hurt, * 
When we can run, and romp, and make a noise, 
And build pies out of dirt, 
Or, at the brook, when both our feet are bare, 
Can paddle in the stream, and ma not care. 
ARTHUR Lor. 














A FAIR OFFER. 


[ Zhis extraordinary Letter found tts 
way into PUCK’S office last week.] 








To F. A. Burnand, Esq., 
Editor of London Punch, 
Dear Sir: 

Having noticed how you 
have ruined the undertaking 
trade in London, half of the 
undertakers having closed their 
places of business, I deem it 


| my duty to tell you that the in- 


terests which you represent 
will demand that I be sent to 
the city of London to take 
charge of the London Punch, 
Since you have had the posi- 
tion of editor, you have not 
killed one single person; you 
have done nothing but disable 
them—make them mad, which 
does not help the undertaking 
business, If the members of 
the fraternity intend to send 
for me, I shall be the biggest 
editor your paper has ever had. 
Why, I have been shot at by 
more men in this country than 
any other man under the sun, 
The jokes 1 made were so good 
that persons were always send- 
ing me presents—presents of 
infernal machines, etc. I send 
you a few samples of my wit. 
Try them in your next issue, 
and if it doesn’t make a boom 
in the undertaking business, 
then my name is not 
HuGH Morist, 

My wit: 

Lapy VIsITOR fo ‘SMALL Boy, who 
ts eating candy—* Johnny, you must 
have a sweet tooth.” 

SMALL Boy—*I don’t know if I 
have a sweet tooth, but mother says 
I have an eye-tooth.” 


PETE—‘ I say, Jim, what’s the use 
of snow?” 
Jim—* It’s snow use.” 








THE SORT OF SCHOOL WE SOON SHALL SEE. 


[THANKS TO THE BOYS’ PAPERS AND DIME NOVELS. ] 
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THE STATUARY COLLECTION. 


To FEED THE Fire. 
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THE SEASON AT THE SEA-SHORE. 


**No More INTERESTING THING IN LIFE THAN FIGURES.” 








THE DRAMA AT DINKELSPIEL’S. 


Our regard for the Hebrew race impels us to warn them to avoid 
a fruitful source of domestic dissension. ‘The Hebrew is pre-eminent in 
pretty nearly everything he undertakes, and he generally owns the store 
one year after he has been engaged as errand-boy; but there are some 
things of which he ought to steer clear, if he wants to avoid trouble in 
the family. One of these is private theatricals. If he must go into 


renditions of ‘‘Sam’l of Posen.” 
“ Camille.” 
They gave “Camille” the other night at our friend Dinkelspiel’s, 
with disastrous results. Almost every young lady with theatrical ambi- 
tion yearns to play Camille; and Miss Rebecca Dinkelspiel was no excep- 
tion to this rule. Mr. Oppenheimer, her betrothed, (fancy-goods, Grand 
Street,) likewise saw a future before him as Armand, and nearly all the 
other members of the Kosher Dramatic Club expressed a willingness to 
take the subordinate parts. The play was presented, after long and 
careful preparation, at Mr. Dinkelspiel’s residence, in 73rd Street. The 
cast, elegantly printed on pink satin paper, was as follows: 

Miss REBECCA DWNKELSPIEL. 

Mr. JULIUS OPPENHEIMER. 

Mr. Einstein. 

- Minzesheim. 

Mr, Lemline. 

. Blum. 


In any case, let him steer clear of 


Messenger 


Mme. Prudence Mrs. Minzesheim. 


Miss Einstein. 
ditss Eckstein. 


On the back of the programme was an advertisement of the estab- 
lishment of Mr. Dinkelspiel, (clothing, Chatham Square.) 

The performance opened brilliantly, and the diamonds of Mr. 
Minzesheim, (advances on personal property, Bowery,) added an un- 
wonted lustre to the part of Gasfon. In the second act, when Miss 
Dinkelspiel, as Camille, dismissed Mr. Lemline, (notions, White Street,) 
as the Count de Varville, thunders of applause rang through the house. 
Mr. Stern, (diamonds, Broadway,) who was sitting next to Mrs. Mor- 
genstern, in the audience, remarked: ‘Dot girl ain’t got no beezness 
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and maybe dot other feller ’s got some money left him, don’t it ?” 
The third act was also gloriously successful, although Mr. Abend- 
roth, (white goods, Lispenard Street,) manifested an inclination to call 





the amateur dramatic business, he had better confine himself to private | 


sense;”” but Mrs. Morgenstern replied: “Dot’s only a blay, anyhow; | 


effect was pleasing, and the sufferings of the fair heroine excited much 
sympathy. When the two principal performers were called before the 
curtain and bowed their acknowledgements hand in hand they were 
hailed by the aged Mr. Blumenstein, (peddlers’ supplies, Houston 
Street,) with “ Dot’s riyit, young feller, don’ you go back on her; she’s 
one of our beople!”’ 

Everything passed off most smoothly until the termination of the 
fourth act. The famous gambling scene was an immense success; and 
| the house fairly rose at that brilliant passage between Armand and de 
| Varville, (slightly localized as to the currency): 
| Varville—I holt a hondred dollars, sir! 

Armand.—Be it zo. Vot site, sir? 

Varville—V otefer you don’ vant. 

Armand.—One hondred dollars to the left! 

Varville—One hondred dollars to the right! 

Armand.—One hondred dollars und a qvarter of a dollar. 

Varville—I make it a hallef! 

The wildest enthusiasm was evoked by Camilk’s speech to Armand: 

“1 would gif a whole edernidy of life to burchase one short hour 
of pliss like dot you haf bicturet now! Bot it most not be! Dere isa 
gullef bedween us dot I tare not gross!” 

But alas, the fatal magnetism «f the genius which interpreted these 
thrilling lines had communicated itself to the audience, and the listeners 
were carried away by the realistic emotions so eloquently expressed. 
They had grown so wrapped up in the story that they hung breathless 
upon every word, and awaited each new development oblivious of the 
surroundings of actual life. The crisis was at hand. 

Camille had sought to destroy the last vestige of affection in Armand’s 
| breast by declaring her love for de Varville, ‘The infuriated hero rushed 
to the doors and threw them open, and the familiar scene ensued: 

Armand.—Y ou see dot lady-frient of mine? 

Olympe.—Gamille ? 

Armand,—Yes, Gamille Koteay! 

All,—No! 
| Armand,—Bot you shell! She has solt her horses und her garriage 
| und her di’monds all at less than hallef-gost brice, so hellep me gracious, 
' und I accepted dot sagrifice at her haends, But I haf rebented; I vos 
| wealthy; und I bay her back, und don’t ask no receipt mysellef! 

And grasping the handful. of notes and gold concealed in the bosom 
of his dress-suit, Mr. Oppenheimer showered the wealth upon the cring- 








Do you know vot she has done? 





ing Camille. In an instant the house rose to its feet like one Hebrew, 
| with a cry of: ‘Don’ you got some sense! Money trown avay, so 
| hellep me gracious!’ and an indiscriminate scramble ensued, which 
| resulted in the clearing of the stage, the total, utter and entire disap- 
pearance of the property-money, and the stoppage of the performance. 
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The Kosher Club is dissolved; the engagement of Miss Dinkelspiel 
and Mr. Oppenheimer is off; and one dozen copies of the acting edition 
of “ Camille,” little used, may be obtained cheap for cash at the em- 





for the particulars of the bill of sale of Camille’s effects. The general 
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porium of Mr. Eichhorn, (unredeemed pledges, Centre Street.) 
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MIKE CASSIDY'S TOOTH~ACHE. 








**Come in!” 








A PROBLEM SOLVED. 





It is Puck’s pleasing duty to announce that the perfect French flat | 
has at last been laid out. The inventor of the new plan is a rising young 
architect of this city; who has kindly put his drawings at our disposal. 

Many previous attempts have been made; but none, we will ven- 
ture to say, so previous as this. 

All the French flats hitherto constructed may be said to be failures. 
They are often handsome, sometimes cheap; and they are considered 
convenient and comfortable by their tenants; but they are all lacking 
in one essential qualification, They are got up without sufficient regard 
for the finer feelings of the Servant-girl. 

This is not only a blot on our civilization; but it is remarkably in- | 
convenient, from a domestic point of view. There are some people 
brutal enough to trample on the divine rights of the Servant-girl; but 
there are few who do not feel the iron enter their souls when they have 
to rise at five of a winter a. M., get the coal off the elevator, cook the 
breakfast and swab off the dishes afterward, all by themselves. 

You may say with truth that one experience of this kind ought to } 
be sufficient to teach them to respect the Servant-girl’s delicate, sensi- 
tive and high-strung nature, and to refrain from such base imposition as 
—for instance—asking the Kitchen Lady to assist the Laundry Lady | 
in the washing, in a place where the stationary tubs have not oxydized . 
silver faucets. This can- 
not be denied. Yet the 





heartless obstinacy to the old traditions; and while these exist the 
Servant-girl’s struggle for emancipation cannot cease. 

‘The march of progress, however, must in the end sweep away these 
relics of a selfish, superstitious, oligarchical, aristocratic, snide antiquity. 

The way to begin eliminating them from the populace is to show 
them in a practical way that they are not wanted. When they observe 
that they are more or less frozen out, they will congeal to oblivion, and 
leave the faithful worshipers of the Servant-girl. 

One of the greatest steps yet taken toward this end is the invention 
of the improved French flat, a plan of which we give below—a plan 
which needs but little description at our hands, 

The main idea of the new scheme is to relegate the family to its 
proper place, where it will not inconvenience the Servants. The building 
is lighted on three sides, is fifty feet front by one hundred deep. The 
Kitchen and Laundry, 30x20 ft., are on the sunniest corner, and are 
handy to the Servants’ Reception-Rooms, three handsomely furnished 
apartments, upholstered in robin’s-egg blue and Venetian red. A broad 
passageway, with frieze and dado of dead gold, leads to the Sitting- 
Room, a lordly chamber of irregular shape, communicating with the 
Parlor and Library, both of which are finished in the highest style of 
Eastlake art. ‘The three boudoirs, which open off the Sitting-Room, are 
gems of decorative art. 
There are no Bed-rooms; 

































































frailty of human nature | | WARE- first-class board and rooms 
must be taken into ac- Liaprany should be secured for the 
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IMPROBABLE. 
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MRS. BROWN (just from Podunk):—‘* YOUNG MAN, IF YOU CAN GUARANTEE THAT ‘ERE ELE- 
VATED ROAD OF YOURN AIN’T A-GOIN’ TO LET DOWN UNDER ME ’N’ SALATHIEL, YOU KIN JEST HITCH UP 
AND TAKE US UP TO CENTRAL PARK, WHERE THE ANIMILES Is,” 








A SERENADE. 
This calm night on the fragrant air there floats 
A sweet and touching ballad from afar, 
| Made sweeter by the tender, tremulous notes 
Evoked, with dainty touc, from a guitar. 
Heightened by love, unmindful of the dew, 
He lies upon the grass across the way— 
| Would he sing on, I wonder, if he knew 
She and the family moved the other day? 
MALcoLm DOUGLAS. 


HIS PROFESSIONAL FIT. 





A fashionably-dressed man, with a diamond 
en his shirt-front, his moustache waxed out like 
wires, and a general nobbiness about him, 
stepped off Broadway into a mineral-water store. 
The boy in attendance stopped fooling with 
the cat, and asked him what he wanted: 

“Is Geyser good for asthma ?” 

“ Best going,” responded the boy, as he fished 








ANSWERS ror tHE ANXIOUS. 





HASELTINE.—Send her another money-order, 

THE OrPH.—We are glad to hear that the 
verse you have sent us is your maiden effort. 
We trust it may’ long remain unwed. 

G. M. K.,Canisteo, N. Y.— You do not amount 
to much asa funny poet; but we will match 
you for $50 to- fight with a bulldog, and we 
don’t care if we lose the money, either. 

Jane.—There was a hectic giddiness about 
your poem which made us sure, the first time 
we set eyes on it, that it would never see the 
first faint spring violets. It never will, Jane. 

U. Fonnix.—Your mad attempt to make 
“ Limburger ”’ rhyme with “ Hamburger” is a 
dead and disastrous failure. We thought we 
would tell you this, so that you should not be 
in doubt about it. 

V. P. L.—We thank you. You have sent us 
the very pun for which Noah thrashed Japhet 
four years before the building of the ark. We 
needed only that one to complete the collec- 
tion of dead horrors which we mean to present 
to one of our esteemed London contemporaries 
next New Year’s, : 

Lity May.—Sweet daisy, you bloom too late. 
You should have dawned on us in the early 
spring-time, when our hearts were attuned to 
tender thoughts. We doubt, though, if we 
should have been attuned enough to accept 
anything quite so dainty. We have sent your 
poem to be lulled to sleep in Death’s gentle 


| arms. 





Witson M. Locan.—You sent us stamps 
with your MS., did you? And you didn’t get 
it back? Heaven bless you for sending the 
stamps. They assisted on their way several let- 
ters which brightened the hearts of the fair re- 
cipients. ‘That was much better than using 
them to send your old MS. back, wasn’t it, Mr. 
Logan ? 

H. H. M.—There is a reward waiting for 


+ you somewhere, which you can get hold of as 


soon as you find the office of the heirs and as- 
signees of the late Mr. Noah. That joke of 
yours about the expounder of the constitution 
and the constitution of the expounder was lost 
out of the ark. You must have dived deep 
into the gloomy abysses of history to discover 
it again, ; 








up a yellow circular and presented it. 

“ Well,” said the fashionable man, throwing 
back the lapel of his coat and swinging his cane | 
gracefully: “I guess I’ll pour some of it into | 
my hay-fever.” 

The boy turned and drew a glass. 

“But that’s full to the top,” said the man, | 
as he put the glass down with an air of great | 
astonishment. 

“We always fills ’em.”’ 

“What! Right to the top ?” 

“ Yes, sir, right to the top.” 

Then the man stood off and pressed his hands 
against his temples in a manner that betrayed 
his adapted-from-the- French emotion. He 
reeled for a moment and fell to the floor in a 
dead faint. Assistance being summoned, he 
was soon brought to, and asked if he was sub- 
ject to fits. 

“Fits ?” he responded, with great sarcasm: 
“ never had one in my life; but when I saw this 
man wantonly selling stuff in glasses filled right 
to the brim, without working in about three- 
quarters foam, it just paralyzed me.” 

“ Do you understand Congress-water ?”’ yelled 
the proprietor, burning with shame. 

“No, I don’t!’ screamed the other: “but 
I’m the champion drawer of beer at Coney 
Island, I can get more foam into a glass than 
any one else in the place; and it just makes me 
sick to see you throwing away all your chances 
by filling to the brim with no froth. My fit 
was purely professional.”’ 
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A SHANTYTOWN ENTERPRISE. 
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The barber is a satirized and maligned artist. 
He is set forth as being a skillful business-man 
and a humorist. If he were half as shrewd as 
he is said to be, he would certainly have sense 
enough to go into Wall Street and become the 








possessor of a few railroads. And if he were 
the merry jester which he is claimed to be, he | 
would get into a circus or minstrel troupe and | 


*“‘ Close shave ?” 

“Yes, as close as you can; I want this shave 
to last until pay-day.” 

“Crops are good this year.’ 

“They may be; but it is not proper for a 
man who cuts hair to speak of crops. That was 
originally intended for a joke in London, where 
it was built, and had a long, prosperous run, 
and underwent various changes to meet various 
contingencies. It is now respected simply on 
account of its great age, and is kept alive by 
warm bricks, stimulants and medicated under- 
clothes.”’ 

Pause. 

“ A sad suicide last night?” 

“Didn’t hear of it, but it must have been. 
Suicides are generally sad. Don’t know that I 
ever heard of a real delightful, merry suicide 
that embraced all the ecstatic elements of a sail 
over a tranquil lake at twilight, accompanied 
by a girl with soft black eyes and a tender little 
rosebud mouth.” 

Pause. 

‘Your hair is getting thin on top.” 

“That’s the correct place for it to get thin, 
Suppose a man’s hair should fall out all around 
and remain intact on top! Then he would 
be tufted like a cockatoo, and he would eclipse 
a minstrel show every time he raised his hat to 
alady. And he might wax such a tuft and work 
it up to a point like a goatee, and thus afford 
his friends lots of innocent diversion; or he 
might grow it long, and let it hang around his 
head in a fringe, or convert it into a pigtail.” 

Pause. 

* Bay rum ?” 

* Yes.” 

*« Fifteen cents.” 

“ Here.” 

“Thank you. Good-morning.” 

“ Good-morning.” 

And the patron who had done twice as much 


secure wealth and recognition by the introduc- | talking as the barber walked out. 


tion of a new fresh joke, which would not only | 
redound to his credit, but be a step toward the | 
annihilation of those which are so old that they | 
are obliged to hobble on crutches and hold 
themselves together with trusses. 

In truth, the barber uses only the most com- 
monplace, every-uay ianguage. ‘To prove this, 
it is only necessary to quote a conversation I 
overheard, the other morning, between one of 
these so-called fiends and a customer, the bar- 
ber opening: 

“ Fine day ?” 

“Te.” 

“‘ Guess the rain ’s over at last.”’ 

* Guess it is.”’ , 

“ We'll have snow before long, I think.” 

“Correct. In some parts of the world they 
have snow even at this time, in other parts they 
never have snow, while there are regions where 
snow lies on the ground all the year round. 
You are right in your prediction, however, and 
you'd be safe in betting on it without consult- 





ing the almanac.” 

“‘ Are you in the Weather Bureau ?” 

“No; I sell pork on commission.” 

Pause. 

“ Does the razor hurt you?” 

“Not at all. I can’t feel it any more than 
you can feel a candidate’s pecuniary pulse the 
morning after election day.” 

“ The election excitement is over, isn’t it ?” 

“It is—it has been over about two weeks.” 

Pause. : 

“Ts it too cold for you with’ the door open ?” 

“ Not at all; it’s very pleasant.” 

“ We are going to have a mild winter.” 

“It looks that way, and I trust we may be 
able to scrabble through on our bamboo canes, 
summer underclothes, straw hats with blue 
bands, Oxford ties, twenty-five-cent socks, and 





navy blue bathing-suits.” 
Pause. | 


R. K. MuNKITTRICK. 





A WARNING TO THE SMALL BOY. 








LITTLE JOHNNY’s FATHER Gives HIM A NEw VE- 


, LOCIPEDE. 





Tue Enp oF Litt_e Jonnny’s First RIDE. 





EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 


Dh 





———" 


“Ne 


t 
a 


A CHEERFUL PROSPECT IN CASE OF ACCIDENT. 





SUMMER-RESORT NOTES. 





THE Sublime Porte, after all, is Newport. 





CLAMBAKES will predominate at Ocean Grove. 





Gowawnvs has laid in a fresh supply of skim- 
milk, 





Care May will not remove inland, as re- 
ported. 


LoncG BRANCH will stay just where it is until 
further notice. 





Wuite Mountains are high, and so is the 
board, and neither will come down, 





WHITESTONE, L., I., has grown up with won- 
derful rapidity. It has already a lager-beer 
brewery and a railroad ring. 





SCHOOLEY’s MounTAINn has a first-class family 
hotel, 1,200 feet above the sea, and the guests 
who want to bathe go down in an elevator. 


BERGEN PornT has engaged a large and com- 
petent corps of mosquitos for this season; and 
will offer weighty claims to public patronage. 





PREMIUM PoINT is booming right along in 
the summer-resort line, and means business. 
It has already hired a big brack nigger and a 
second-hand gong. 





N1aGara will be especially attractive during 
the coming season. A fresh supply of hack- 
men has been laid in; and it is confidently 
hoped that suicides will be proportionately nu- 
merous. 





Coney IsLAnp will, as ever, continue to be 
the resort of the conservative Knickerbocker 
element of our metropolitan aristocracy, no 
matter who owns the land. It’s the water that 
attracts. 





SARATOGA has already been besieged by 
brides and bridegrooms, and Saratogians claim 
that so long as bridal parties have got such a 
summer-resort to fly to, weddings will never 
grow scarce, This is comforting to spinsters. 
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DIARY OF AN IRISH LANDLORD. | 


Monpay.—Put my head out of the window 
to see what sort of weather it was. Received | 
a brickbat on my head; scalp-wound. Dr. 
O’ Haran dressed it. 

Turspay.—Thought I would go out and try 
to collect a little rent. Two bullets fired at me 
from behind a hedge. One lodged in leg, 
another in shoulder. O’Haran extracted them. 
‘Total collections: seven and sixpence. 

WeDNEspDAY.— Made up my mind to have a 
run with the Meath hounds. A most delightful 
day and jolly sport. Rode along through a 
shower of bullets. Seven dogs shot; nine with 
pitchfork wounds, The fox’s head blown off 
with dynamite. Delightful hoots and groans 
from tenants, making the run truly exciting. 
Huntsman’s neck most neatly broken by a blow 
from a billy wielded by an athletic Land- 
Leaguer. Almost forgot to mention that two 
of my fingers were shattered by sundry shots 
from revolvers, O’Haran repaired me, and I 
sat down to dinner in good spirits. 

TuHurspay.—Market day. Drove to town 
without meeting with any particular adventure, 
except having my horse killed by a shot fired 
from behind a rock. Bought another, and 
went to grocer’s for supplies. Would not sell 
me any; said I had been Boycotted. Asked 
what for. Was told it was for attempting to 
collect my rents. Apologized, and begged to 
be allowed to buy a pound of tea. He would 
n’t; said it was more than his life was worth. 
Borrowed a pound of coffee, and started for 
home. New horse killed by two shots, and 
walked to house. Just ds I entered the gate 
twenty-five bullets whizzed by me. Must have 
been fired by different marksmen. 


SIGNS OF SUMMER. 


The palm-leaf fan begins to flutter 
Along Broadway, 

Where lemonade ’s sold at the gutter 
Throughout the day. 

The dog has donned his airy muzzle; 

The thing that now his mind doth puzzle 

Is how to grab the fly that flits 

Around and on the muzzle sits, 

With feelings of serene repose, 

About two inches from his nose. 








Fripay.—Rose early and took a walk in the 
garden to air my wounds, ——__—_—_—_~+ 
O’Haran remarked that 
there was plenty of life in 
me yet. As he spoke a 
bullet broke my leg. The 
doctor said that I should 
probably be well enough 
to have limb amputated 
to-morrow. After drink- 
ing a cup or two of coffee, 
went to bed, and slept 
the sleep of the happy 
and contented. 

SaTuRDAY,. — Amputa- 
tion very successfully per- 
formed. Hobbled out to 
get a fresh supply of whis- 
key. Couldn’t buy any. 
Signed the pledge to save 
myself the trouble of 
drinking ardent spirits. 
One of my tenants, Pat- 
rick Mulroony, paid me 
half-a-crown on account. 
Thanked him, and gave 
him permission to live 
rent-free for the remain- 
der of his life. 

Sunpay. — O’ Haran 
and I went for a ride. 
Not an easy thing to sit 
a horse with one leg. 
When we returned found 
house in flames, I am 
glad of it. Ican now go 
and live in England, and 
shall be saved trouble of 
collecting reuts. V. 


A GREAT MANY cClergy- 
men gain enviable repu- 
tations for eloquence, 
when it is the flies that 
keep the people awake. 





Yes, Decidedly Wrong. 


A TALE OF A GREAT INVENTION. 















He had devoted years of study to it. At last he 


Ccidpscten it. 
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ARISTOCRACY ON SHORT NOTICE. 





They were two City Hall Park bootblacks, 
One had red hair, and the other boasted a 
retroussé nose, whose beauty was somewhat ob- 
scured by a touch of the professional pigment. 

They both landed, at the same instant, on a 
dignified-looking old gentleman, and both, as 
if by a common impulse, drew off. 

“‘ After you, sir!” said the boy with the red 
hair. 

“By no means, Your Honor,” responded the 
boy with the smutty nose. 

“ But I insist, General,’ said the red-haired 
one. 

“Indeed, Commodore, I couldn’t think of 
it,” said the black-nosed youth. 

“]T want my boots blacked,” interposed the 
old gentleman. 

“ You dry up!’ said the red-haired boy to the 
old gentleman; and then, turning to the boy 
with the smutty nose, he continued: “ Your 
Lordship will put me under an obligation by 
taking the precedence.” 

The other was equal to the occasion, and he 
replied: 

“Count, under any other circumstances your 
wish would be equal to a command, But at 
present I really must decline.” 

“ Spoken like yourself, Marquis,” said the red- 
headed bootblack: “ yet I shall feel obliged—” 

“Are you going to black my boots?” said 
the old gentleman. 

** Will you go soak?” inquired the boy with 
the black nose: “ what do you mean by speak- 
ing when you ain’t spoken to? Your Grace, I 
must repeat my assurances—” 

The old gentleman gathered himself together, 
and dropped down on the aristocracy; and 
when he left them, two minutes afterward, they 





Utter Failure. 


looked as if two French 
Revolutions had_ struck 
them all in a heap. 

“ Your Highness,” said 
the red-haired boy, aris- 
ing from the wreck of his 
box and shaking himself: 
“may I recommend to 
you a two-cent raw hyster 
for them eyes ?” 

“I am obliged to your 
Imperial Majesty for the 
tip,” responded the boy 
with the smutty nose. 


WHEN THE Circus-acro- 
bat falls off his horse, no 
one complains; when a 
tailor makes a new suit of 
clothes that doesn’t fit, 
the customer doesn’t 
howl; when a plumber 
fixes your pipe to burst 
before he is off the block, 
nothing is thought of it. 
But it is not so with the 
funny-man—he is expect- 
ed to be funny on all 
occasions, and at a mo- 
ment’s notice. Let him 
fall off the horse once, or 
make the coat too full in 
the back, or fix the pipes 
so that they won’t outlive 
the house, and he is lost 
forever, and only regarded 
as a fit candidate for the 
lunatic asylum. 








ACROBATS STAND ON 
their heads; so do carpet- 
tacks; and, as a general 
thing, both are accom- 
panied by music. 





\ aS 





om. 


Agere + 












































Picxincs From Puck. 


19 





DADDY’S INGENIOUS DEVICE. 





It was all explained to Mrs. Bowen when she re- 
turned. Mr. Bowen had important letters to write, and 
the baby wouldn’t keep quiet, so he utilized an old 
hat and hung baby out the window. 





“Go To the ant, thou sluggard”’ is all very 
well; but if the sluggard will go to a picnic, 
the ant will come to him. 





THE PHILOSOPHER doesn’t live who can tell 
the exact reason why it is that as soon as the 
weather begins to be hot a man gets about five 
times as much sand in his shoes as he does 
when it is ordinarily cool. 





THE KIND of books that are most read now 
are those in which the villain always has a cold 
smile playing around his mouth, People like 
to think that there is some one, even a villain, 
who can always smile coldly. 





MORE POLICE TYRANNY. 
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NO BATHING 











To the Edderter of Pukx—Deer Sir: 

I tink we boys has got jes as good a call to 
write to you as any of dem Polo lugsies. Mebbe 
we aint rich, and dont drive no Taller Hose; 
but wot I wanter know is, and so does Billy, 
wedder we aint got no rights which peelers is 
bound to respect, or wedder we have. 

Wots der reason us fellers canut take a little 
swim off der dock widout havin a big copper 
layin around fer to collar us? Dere aint no 
room for us in de free baths, and if der wuz, 
dey aint free nor no good noways. Give de 
boys a show. Jimmy & Bitty. 








BOWLEGGED JOE. 


AN (AB)ORIGINAL SKETCH. 





N the dark and gloomy shadow 
Of a cliff in Colorado 


Sat Bowlegged Joe, a chieftain of the Utes; 
Frown as black as French oil-blacking 
O’er his features (beauty lacking) 
Sombre hung—the buck was mad, you bet your 
boots! 





For his painted, howling whoopers 
Had been scattered by the troopers 
In a scrimmage on the range an hour before; 
And his heart was filled with sorrow, 
When he thought that on the morrow 
They might come and wax it to his crowd some 
more! 


Round him stood his warriors savage— 
Heros bold of many a ravage 

On the smoke-house of the settler far below— 
And their murderous eyeballs glistened, 
As they silent stood and listened 

To the curses of infuriated Joe! 


Suddenly the chieftain pointed 
Skinny finger, ugly jointed, 
At the Fomes of settlers far out on the plain; 
«¢ There,” he cried: * the pale-face dwelleth, 
And my nostril murder-r-r smelleth, 
While thoughts of gory vengeance fire my 
brain!” 


With a yell that loud resounded 

*Mid the mountain peaks, he bounded 
“Lu in» sc 2t, and danced as ne’er he ’d danced 

before! 

Was ’t the war-dance he was dancing? 

Oh! what meant that fearful prancing? 
Would he flood that settler’s peaceful home with 

gore? 


Was the dance preliminary 
To a swoop down from his zrie— 
Or did the aborigine but jest? 
Fest? Ah, no! a thousand swarming 
Insects were his bronze hide warming— 





He'd been sitting on a yellow-jackels’ nest: 
: Kit ADAMs. 


PREPARING FOR THE SUMMER. 
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BUCOLIC PARENT:—TI ain’t got no objection to Maria 
Jane’s sparkin’ all the evenin’, so long’s the gate ’n’ 
her young man can stand it; but I don’t mean. to let 
them hinges keep me awake, if ile kin help ’em. 








A COUNTRY FARMER says that “ gate-money ” 
is that which is expended for the damage caused 
by Jim and Kate. 


THE Evening Mail says that Joachim ought 
to visit this country. He would never take here 
unless he changes the position of the “J” in 
his name. 





So mucH skimmed milk has recently been 
condemned and poured into the Hudson, that 
now all the milk-dealers draw their supplies 
direct from the river—and their customers are 
commenting on the marked improvement in 
quality. 





MODESTY MARTYRED, 
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To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

My native delicacy makes it an acute torture 
to me to lay bare even to your sympathetic gaze 
the agony of my young heart; but I have suf- 
fered too long in silence; and I must ask you 
to use your vast influence to save me from fur- 
ther shock to my, alas! too sensitive nerves. 

I am a modest young lady. Right opposite 
my papa’s house is a spot where crowds of hor- 
rid men and boys bathe every day. You can- 
not imagine the sufferings the bold creatures 
cause me. Cannot they be punished ? 

VIOLET. 
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Picxincs From Puck. 





HICKORY-NUTS. 


MAXWELL’s CoRNERS, May gth, 1883. 
Mr. Editor & Ladies & Gentlemen: 

In my last letter I sed that the Wimmins 
Sowin Surkle would Meat at our House on | 
Wensdy. ‘They did Meat, and by the Wust of | 
Luk I forgot all about it, and got into the Dik- 
ins of a Ficks, This is How it happened. I 
was out a Plowin the west Lot that day, and 
took my Diner with me, becuz it was so fur | 
away. I worked oncommon Harred & got | 
tired to Death & want in no condition to en- 
tertain Co., even if I had been Scrood up to it. 

At six o’clock I come Home, stiffern a frozen 
fence Rale, and put the hosses into the barn, 
and Krald into the house for Super. Sary want 
in the kitchen, so, without onst thinkin, I Bust 
rite into the Settin room in my Shurt sleeves 
and over Halls, baithed in Pwespration. The 
Minit I done it the Hull truth flashed acrost 
me. ‘Thar sot about a dozen Wimmin & half 
a dozen Gals, sowin Shurts, Pants and Scan- 
dles. ; 

“ Why, Mr. Nutt!”’ they all Bald out: “How 
do you do? Come and set rite down. We was 
jist wishin for a Gentleman.” 

I was struck Dum for a Minit, and I felt so 
Meen and Mad that I was Sick tc the Stomick. 

“ Parding, ladies!” sez I: “parding! I haint 
had no Super.” 

“Oh, thar will be Refreshments at ten,’’ sez 
They: “ Set rite down and entertain us—dew!”’ 

Mis’ Hopkins she Pitched a lot of Shurts 
and Pants offen a Cheer onto the Burow, and 
set the Cheer rite in the midst of the Surkle, 
and one of Hod Slicer’s gals took me by the 
Eend of the Gallus and drawed me Forard, 
and Mis’ Hopkins she pushed the Cheer under 
my kneeze, and I Sot. I ketched one Glimps 
of Sary’s face. It was as red as a Beat. 

She didn’t say Nuthin, but went on Sowin 
as if for Deer life, and the rest of the Wimmin 
Pitched into me. I thought I had got done 
Swetin for that day when I left the Plow, but 
it started the Jews wuss to set facin them Wim- 
min than to draw a Furrer round a ten Acher 
lot. They asked me if I had ben gatherin’ red 
Leeves and wild sun Flours, or had I Seen any 
Cat tails growin Luse in the field. 

I told ’em the only Cat tails I had seen was 












THE YEARNING OF LOVE. 





WEETLY I dream of a dear, pretty creature, 

Glowing with beauty and teeming with grace, 
Joy in each accent, and love in each feature, 
Light in her eye, and a soul in her face. 


But oftener still do I dream of a dozen, 
As fair as the one that I dreamed about first, 
And wonder if ever, ‘mong sweetheart or cousin, 
I ’ll settle on her who is sweetest or worst. 


But no; ’tis in vain that my unrestrained passion, 
Which drives me in sympathy hither and there, 
Can sober itself in a pure, proper fashion, 
And find one alone all its throbbings to share. 


Oh, where in this world can a heart in its chases, 
With feelings so wild and so grand in its scope, 
Be loved in the plural, and meet the embraces 
Of darlings unnumbered, all waiting to slope? 


Ah, sweetly I dream of a land sentimental, 
Beyond the cold regions of dollars and cents, 
Where, wrapt in the splendors of life oriental, 
Are bosoms all heaving with fondness intense. 


If joys there be elsewhere, oh, do not compare ’m 
To ecstasies whispering over the seas; 

Oh, mine is a nature that pines for a harem, 

To dote on a thousand affectionate she’s.” 








one my dorg Bill got offen a Woodchuck that 
Noon, and I had brought it in my Pockit. 
Then I Hald it out to show it to’em, and Low 
& Behold it was a Skunx arter all, and it smelt 
unyony. Even then They wouldn’t let me git 
Out, though the pwespration was runnin into 
my Ize and makin ditches in the Durt on my 
Cheaks. I cast my Ize down in dispare, and 
the site of my Big cowhide Butes, with all them 
leetle Wimmins Shooz in a Surkle around ’em, 
made me Grin. 

*Oh, now he’s goin to entertain Us!” sez 
Sally Slicer; and then she teetered rite Out, 
and they all teetered, and I felt so Meen and 
so Mad I had Good a Mind to git up and Nock 
off all their Waterfowls. Sary couldn’t stand 
it no Longer. 
tremblin voice: 

“ Hickory, will you Pleeze go and git us a 
Pale of Watter ?” 

“Ves, I will,” sez I. 

I never was so glad to do a Choar in my Life. 
When I got outen that room I amed too Kix at 


So she sez, in a Subdood and |. 





| relish broken castor-oil bottles, 


with Both Feat, and he Yeld a dubble Baril 
Yel and tripped me up. I got the Watter, and 
the fust thing I did with it was to wash myself 
and change my Close and drink some Bred & 
Milk. I stayed out in the barn till the Men 
folks come at ten five, and then I went in and 
danced with Sally Slicer, and stepped on her 
Korns sicks times, to pay for her Laffin at me. 

The Sowin Surkle sogurned at half Past Mid- 
nite, and left their Shurts and Pants. I don’t 
know whether I shall send ’em to the Heathen 
or not. If the Express comes Hi, I think I 
shall keep ’em myself. 

Yourn respectively, 
Hickory Nutt. 








Now po the clouds move in lazy argosies 
down the placid cobalt, and the rose scatters 


| its petals in the mossy wood, and the small boy 


plays hookey, goes swimming in the brook all 
day, and becomes so hungry that he can almost 
And that is 


Bill, who was a settin by the door, and hit him ! probably the reason that he thinks it such fun. 








CAPERS OF CAPRICORNUS. 
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To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I am hurt—very much hurt. The police 
regulations of this city are atrocious. I can 
never take a stroll in the upper part of the city 
without being attacked by furious billy-goats. 
Can nothing be done to remedy this state of 





things ? A Wounpep CITIZEN. 


MANHATTAN BEACH AGAIN. 
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Pie, 


To the Editor of Pucx—Sir: 
_ The managers of the Manhattan Beach bath- 
ing establishments do not seem to understand 
the wants of the public at all. I weigh 319 
Ibs., and they try to force me into a bathing- 
house and suit adapted to a 120 man. Re- 
form is necessary. See to it, Mr. Editor. 

Yours, etc., 

Dan LAMBERT. 





UMBRELLA MORALITY. 
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To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Can nothing be done with Umbrella Stealers? 
They pursue me with relentless fury. I never 
can keep a good umbrella. Where e’er I leave 
it, it is bound to be stolen and a wretched old 
battered one substituted. DESPAIR. 
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WOULD GO TO THE COUNTRY. 
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Anp THis 1s Wuy. LiIv7LE PRELIMINARY TO PARTING. His APPEARANCE ON THE HOMESTRETCH. 
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TWO VISIONS. 
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ETHOUGHT 1 could the fresh sea-breezes feel, Fo even then, methought, my sorrowful sight 
And hear the recurrent ripple of the tide; Took in a dusky office in the town; 
And ’neath a cardinal parasol I spied Where amid dusty files and ledgers brown 
A couple lounging on the sands at Deal, An old man sat, though fiery, fierce and white 
Upon a shawl whose brilliance did reveal The sun streamed downward from the heaven’s height 
The Orient looms. Prone lay he by her side; Through the small window. With a hopeless frown 
While with low voice—the fabled syrens cried He let the salty sweat-drops trickle down 
No sweeter!—she read to him from out “ Lucilie.” His nose. His left hand held a fan; his right 
Rosy their future as the tender glow A pen. He moved the pen—the fan hung still. 
That fell athwart them from the deep-hued shield, He was father to the youth the previous rhyme 
Translucent with the glory in the west. Celebrated - Heaven pardon him his sins! 
And seeing them, I prayed their thoughts might go For the old man was drawing up his will, 
Forward to joys still happier days might yiel.. And leaving all his money—every dime— 
No thought of fear in either tender breast. Unto the Home for Bald and Indigent Twins. 








A MOSQUITO. 


ee WEDDING-BELLS IN SHANTYTOWN. 





A teacher, last Sunday, 
was telling a class of boys 
the story of Daniel in the 
lions’ den, when a freckled 
boy, with a scar on his 
face and one suspender, 
pushed a good-sized quid 
of fine-cut against the roof 
of his mouth, and said: 

“ How mucia did he get 
for it?” 

“He received no com- 
pensation,” remarked the 
teacher, in tones which 
made clear her great hor- 
ror. 

“A free show?” in- 
qu.red the boy, excitedly. 

“ It was no show at all,” 
replied the teacher, who 
thought he was skeptical, 
and continued: “Don’t 
you believe Daniel went 
among the lions without 
being hurt?” 

“Yes,” said the boy: 
“for I saw that snap 
worked at a circus last 
week, but it was no free 
graft; the man gets sev- 
enty-five a week and ex- 
penses!”? 

When the Christmas- 
presents are dealt out this 
year, that boy will not ap- 
prehend the cream-cake 
by a very large majority. 


A Rare ComBINATION 
—Poet and Pheasant. 
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‘¢{T’LL MAKE THE MAGUIRES JEALOUS, BUT MARY ANN ’LL BE MARRIED IN FOINE ARISTO- 
CRATHIC SHTYLE.” 





“T just got a mosquito 
in my throat,’ murmured 
the fair Angeline, as she 
leaned on her croquet 
mallet. 

“T am so sorry,” re- 
plied Tom: “cough hard.” 

And the fair creature 
coughed hard enough to 
break her back. 

“If I only had some- 
thing to drink,” she sigh- 
ed, as she glanced at a 
near-by soda-water sign, 

“All right!” he replied, 
innocently, and tramped. 
off to a pump and brought 
about a pint of water, 
which the young lady, 
who had not swallowed « 
mosquito, but had tried to 
secure soda-water under 
false pretenses, was obliged 
to swallow. 

The moral of this is 
that too much modesty is 
sometimes bad for the 
health, and if you see 
anything you want don’t 
be afraid to ask for it. 


Why Is IT that a man 
who claims to be a phi- 
losopher will insure his 
fire-proof building ? 


“T 1 2 3-CENT stamps,” 
is what the young lady 
said when she came up 
to the stamp-window. 
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THE STRAWBERRY~SHORT-CAKE SEASON. 





A New GAME AT Our BOARDING-HOUSE.—‘** WHO’LL GET THE STRAWBERRY?” 











AN ENGLISHMAN’S TRAVELING TRAPS. 


[Gentlemen’s Ne Plus Ultra Assortment, put 
up by Lazarus, Boggs & Co., Cullicomb St., 
near Chippenwell Square, Green Horse Road, 
Pimpernel Circuit, Cadbury, W.— Assortment 
No. 1, 50 Guineas, Suitable for Short Journeys 
Only. N. B.—Gents going from London to 
Margate for a Brief Holiday will find this As- 
sortment of Vast Convenience.] 

1—Bath-Tub. 2—Telescope. 3—Field-Glass. 
4—Hat-Box. 5— Double-barreled Fowling- 
Piece. 6.—Derby Duster. 7—Helmet Hat. 
8—Polo Cap. g—Rug. 10—Attna, [Patent 
Pocket-Stove.] 11—Reading-Lamp. 12—Ham- 
mock. 13--Air-Cushion, 14—Foot-Warmer. 
15—Fishing-Rod. 16—Dressing-Case. 17— 
Tomahawk. 18—1 Bottle Worcestershire Sauce. 
19.—Pocket-Pistol, [containing O. T. Gin.] 
2o—Game-Bag. 21—Knapsack. 22—Alpen- 
stock. 23—Bicycle. 24—Creel. 25—Canoe. 
26—Case of assorted Tooth-Brushes and Ra- 
zors. 27—Sextant. 28—Theodolite. 29— 
Case of Maps and Charts. 30—Pocket-Ob- 
servatory. 31—Perpetual Calendar. 32 — 
Medicine-Chest. 33—Polyglot Lexicon. 34— 
Complete Set Encyclopedia Britanica. 35— 
Boxing-Gloves. 36—Foils. 37—Dumb-Bells 
and Indian-Clubs, 38—Spare set Ash-Oars. 
39—1 pr. Goloshes. 40—1 pr. Top-Boots. 
41—Spare Dog-Chains. 42—Umbrella, [Ging- 
ham.] 43—Umbrella, [Alpaca.] 44—Um- 
brella, [Silk.] 45;—Umbrella, [Rubber.] 46— 
Umbrella, [White Merino.] 47—Small Refrig- 
erator, 48—Bootjack and Tree. 49 —Boy- 
ton Rubber Life-Saving Suit. 50—1 Fan. 











THE WEIGHT of a bale of hay is governed 
entirely by the capacity of the team following | 
the wagon. 


PUCKERINGS, 


A POET, IN one of the magazines, prints some 
verses in which he says that after the nightin- 
gale finds a mate it is so happy as to be unable 
to sing. ‘Then he says that he had ice-creamed 
and matinéed a young lady until he found it 
necessary to succumb to the all-ruling passion. 
So he gave her the divine interrogation-point 
one starry night, and she waxed very affirma- 
tive. Now he says that, like the nightingale, he 
can’t sing. We wish some lovely girls would 
become enamored of several dozen poets we 
know, while there are at least three or four that 
ought to have a Circassian harem out in Utah. 





WouLD IT not be a good idea to corral all 
the dry-goods drummers and book-agents in 
the country and send them off to foreign climes 
as missionaries? ‘They may succeed in talking 
savages into religion; but, if they couldn’t, and 
the savages should eat them up, they would get 
considerably the worst of it, and the country 
would be better off. This was written by the 


| obituary editor. . 
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THis Is THE Way Jones THouGHT His ROOM WAS FURNISHED WHEN HE AROSE IN THE STILL NIGHT 
TO GET THE BOTTLE OF GOOSE-GREASE FOR THE BABy’s THROAT. 








WHILE PEOPLE are off in the rural retreats, 
The gas-meter does mathematical feats. 








TALK 





THE AMERICAN BANANA-PEEL FIEND IS THEIR MASTER IN THE ART OF DESTRUCTION. 


ABOUT YOUR RUSSIAN 





ae 


BOMB -THROWERS— | 





A SERENADE IN THREE FLIGHTS. 
Zo the Air from “Robert le Diable.” 


In the Street. 
THE LOVER. 
O Sweet, my Sweet, I watch beneath thy casement; 
One rose, one rose but drop me from above, 
To float, to float from second floor to basement 
To me, to me, in the area, O Love. 
Second Story. 
THE Lapy. 
*Tis he, ’tis he, I hear his tenor tender, 
I see, I see him at the area gate; 
But stay, but stay till yon moon veils her splendor, 
I ‘ll drop, I Il drop a kiss—O Love, but wait. 
Attic. 
THE STERN PARENT. 
’Tis I, ’tis I, at the attic window lying, 
A jug, a jug just handy on the sill; 
Yon moon, yon moon in clouds must soon be dying— 
Till then, till then, till then, O Love, lie still. 





THE FIRST CLIENT. 

** How-d’y’-do? My dear sir, how-d’y’-do? 

Glad to see you! Sit down—in the rocker!” 
«« My business this morning with you—” 

*¢ Very well! State your case. Ill be happy 
To counsel you when you are through!” 

*¢ Here ’s the bill that you owe the sign-painter—” 
*¢ Er— ‘ll be back in a minute or two.” 

QuipPLe YARROW. 
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LEVY ’S OUT! 


The Catskill Mountains are full ot Jews.— 








Go, Isaac, und put the shutters up, 
Und take the tree palls down; 
Ve ’ll stop the pizziness for a veek, 

Und go us oud of town. 


For tings was very tull shust now, 
Und gustomers was few, 

So you und mudder und meinself 
Vill go dose Gadskills trough. 


The Cohens und the Rosenbaums, 
The Solomons und Steins, 

Are trough dose mountains, down und up, 
Und having sholly dimes. 


Ve ‘Il wear our gustomers’ di’mond rings, 
Deir chains und vatches, too. 

Dot shute of glo’es ve last took in 
Vill shust apout vit you. 


Then ve vill do shust as ve please 
Und have the best. ’Tis said 

Dere is none of our class or set 
Dot vas pashful or afraid! 


Ve ’ll keep ourselves ride in der front, 
(As your fadder always does.) 

‘¢So hellup me gracious,” volks vill say: 
*¢ Dey are rich as never vas.” 


Perhaps pefore our dime is up 
You ’ll get yourself ’ne Frau; 
Then pote can keep a proker’s shop, 
As mudder und me does now. 


So, Isaac, put the shutters up, 

Und take the tree palls down, 
Und paste a baber on the coor 

Saying: ‘* Levy ’s out of town.” 
JEWLY, 1882. J. A. S. 








A PROBLEM. 


" 








A represents two men, two horses 
and a wagon. 

B is the Lightning Express. 

C, Point where flag-man ought to be. 

D, Railroad crossing. 

E, Dense woods. 


NOT TZ7HEIRF SEASON. 
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MR. MIGRATOR SNIPE:—* Hump yoursELF, ANNA Maria, 
HUMP YOURSELF. SEEMS TO ME I HEARD A GUN,” 














A MORNING HALLUCINATION. 
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PHILOSOPHY. 





«Some folks maker awful deal o’ bozzer when 
’ey drop er hat—what’s er use? Hat can’t run er- 


| way, an’ it’s puffeckly safe so long as yer don’ let 
| it out o’ yer sight. Bersides, I know I can’t pick 
| er up without makin’ a fool o’ myshelf.” [Sudsides 


into a gentle slumber.| 








- PUCKERINGS. 


IF you are roasting so hard that your 
collar is almost melted, and you want to 
get cooled off, don’t go and give fifteen 
cents for a glass of lemonade. Just attempt 
to light a cigar with your last match. Then 
a breeze will start up. 


Cot. THomas W. Knox has written a 
book called “ How to Travel.” We pre- 
sume it tells you how to talk to a Niagara 
hack-man on the tariff question; how to 
make a paper-collar last two days on a 
dusty road; how to secure the tenderest 
steak in a hotel; how to get a porter 
carry your trunk half-a-mile, and many 
other things indispensable to the tourist. 


A NEw vegetable love-song begins with 
these passionate words: 
The cucumber sat on the back-yard fence, 
And sang to its blue-eyed mate. 
Which is probably a companion to thé one 
beginning: 
The carrot swayed around serene, 
And fondly kissed the Lima bean, 
Who murmured to the apricot: 
“OQ Marguerite, forget me not!” 








CROWDING IN CARS. 
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To the Editor of. Puck—Sir: 

Will you be good enough to give me 
your advice? I can never get in a car 
without being crushed within an inch of 
my life by washer-women with baskets, or 
fat wives of proprietors of corner gin-mills. 
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But Tuts is THE WAY IT APPEARS TO THE SLEEPY 
BOARDER WHO Is BEING AWAKENED. 


If A and B reach D at the same 
moment, who will pay the funeral ex- 
penses of the two men in the wagon? 

7 


What ought I to do? 
Yours flattedly, 
A. SMALLWEED. 
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A SOFT THING FOR THE TRAMP. 


—— ~ 


THE REVIVAL OF TURPINISM AT OUR SUMMER-RESORTS. 


RHYMES OF THE DAY. 





MARRIAGE A LA MopE, 
A hat, a cane, 
A nobby beau! 
A narrow lane, 
A whisper low. 
A smile, a bow, 
A little flirt! 
An ardent vow 
That ’s cheap as dirt! 
A hand to squeeze, 
A girl to kiss 
Quite at one’s ease 
Must needs be bliss, 
A ring, a date, 
A honeymoon, 
To find too late 
It was too soon! 





SIGNS OF SUMMER, 

Summer ’s here, 

Don’t you see the flowing beer? 
Summer ’s here, 

Note the maiden’s dainty gear: 
Summer ’s here, 

See the folks run to the pier: 
Summer ’s here, 

Country board is getting dear: 
Summer ’s here, 

And town is fuli of strangers 

queer: 

Summer ’s here, 

Rural actors now appear: 
Summer ’s here, 

And you ’ll find it hot this year. 











A SHREWD BUT SINFUL SCHEME. 





NowHereE, April 23rd, 1883. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Another Soul Made Happy. 

Got idea, from Puck oN WHEELS—“ Water- 
ing-Place Correspondence”? — Stop at great 
many hotels—traveler—business, not pleasure 
—for years submitted —elegant snubbing — 
common to popular clerks—others connected 
—with palatial hostelries—room way off—in 
old wing—blank bad—other episodes—make 
traveler’s life envied. 

Short time ago—read book—got idea—as 
said before—works good—try it. 

Arrive Smithville — or Jonesburg—go to 
hotel—dodge Blank House—written up last 
week—Greenton Bladder—skip it—go to op- 
position—enter office—receive customary stare 
— gentlemanly landlord —or clerk — deposit 
grip--register—sit down—few minutes get grip 
—take out paper—manuscript—go to writing- 
desk—write few lines—young man comes in— 
sits down—clerk comes round—from behind 
altar—inspects neck-tie—on young man—get 
your work in—beg young man’s pardon— 
name Tompkins ?—no, course not—beg par- 
don — resemblance — Tompkins— met him at 
Saratoga—last seaspn—writing up Saratogue— 
for daily Howler—writing up this country— 
same paper. 

See result—go to bed—good room—one 
flight stairs—during stay—great respect—con- 
sideration—every body polite—leave—small bill 
‘—quite reasonable—try it—that’s all—good- 
day. A. JINGLE CHARLES, 








EveRY LITTLE rural drug store has a soda- 
water fount, 

Which simply raises ructions with a fellow’s 
bank account. 

For he meets his girl at twilight, when he ’s 
coming home from biz, 

And he has to sweetly ask her if she ’d like 
to hear it fizz. 





THERE ARE no mosquitos at Bergen Point. 
[This lie took the prize at the New Jersey State 
Agricultural Fair. } 


Ir Evuc.ip were alive now he would alter 
some of his definitions. He would have defined 
“a point” as the American navy, which hath 
no parts nor magnitude, 





THE TELEPHONE companies need never tell 
their customers to call again. 





DECORATIVE ART has its utilitarian side. A 
Japanese umbrella in a summer fire-place is not 
only a pretty object, but it is very convenient for 
hiding deposits of matches, cigar-ashes, peach- 
pits and “ combings.”’ 








THE STREETS OF NEW YORK. 
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BANDITS OF THE BOWERY. 
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SILHOUETTES AND A SONG.—TRA-LA-LA AND 


HE. 
I m the regular Switzer-boy, 
Ha-ha-ha! tra-la-la! 
Caroling is my only joy! 
Tra-la-la, la-la! 
As in glee through the world I go, 
Tra-la-la, Uralio! 


SHE, 
I’ m the traditional peasant-maid, 
Tooral-looral-la! 
Truly rural is my trade, 
Tooral-looral-la! 
With my jug of china-blue, 
Let me just say, tooral-loo! 


HE. 
Together through the world let 


*s go, 
Ha-ha-ha, ho-ho-ho, 
Singing tooral-uralio! 
Tooral-uralio, 


SHE. 
Yes, together we ’Il carol free, 
Who so happy and gay as we? 
Tooral-loo, uralio, 
Tooral-looral-o! 


Bort. 
Tooral-loo, tra-la-la, 
Ho-ho, ha-ha, he-ho-ha, 
Tra-la-la, tooral-loo, 
Uralio, Oraliu! 


T00-RA-LOO. 

















AT A 25-CENT RESTAURANT. 





“ Yes,” said the younger man 
to his companion: “ you are, as 
you have often remarked, older 
than lam. You are nearing that 
shadowy verge of life where you 
can see right before you the 
golden realms of eternal rest. The 
slow round of years is drawing to 
a close with you, and very soon 
you will lay aside the sorrowful 
burdens of this weary life and 
pillow your head on that narrow 
bed to which we all must come, 
sooner or later.” - 

“ Well?” interrupted the elder 
man, impatiently. 

“Whereas,” the young man 
went on: “I am in the first fair 
flush of life. A future rich in 
dreams of ambition lies before 
me. My soul is full of fresh, 
high, noble purposes and pure 
and sweet hopes; and amethyst- 
ine realizations are before me. 
Now is it not better that if a pall 
of gloom must fall on one of us, 
it should overshadow the few sad 
and sober-hued years that you 
have before you, rather than that 
it should come upon me with 
its—” , 

“ What does all this mean?” 
broke in the exasperated veteran. 

“Tt means,” said the young 
man: “that I am going to let 
you take the first experimental 
whack at that rabbit-stew the 
waiter has just brought in.”’ 

WE SHALL KNow of the posi- 
tive arrival of summer by seeing 
red lemonade and Japanese fans 
peddled on Broadway. 

















OUT OF TOWN. 





Pull the blinds at every casement 
Down unto the window-sill; 

Take the poodle to the basement— 
Take him there and keep him still. 


Close the shu-ters, Mary darling, 
Close the slats and leave no crack; 
Put our pet imported starling | 


In the second story back. 
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Set us then our meals diurnal 
In the back room gently down— 

Put it in the dear Home Fournal 
That ‘‘ the Smiths are out of town.” 


Swathe in dull brown linen covers 
All the parlor furniture; 

Tell the cook to see her lovers 
At the door with air secure. 








SUMMER-RESORT NOTES. 





SaG Hargsor does not sag to 
speak of. It is very firmly estab- 
lished. 





THE report that ConEy IsLAND 
is to be towed further out to sea 
is said to be groundless. 





- SANTA BarsBarRA, California, is 
a good place to send your wife 
to if you want to go to Jones’s 
Wood. 





LAKE SUPERIOR is a very good 
place to go to, for people who 
like that sort of thing; but all 
others had better stay away from 
such a place. 





THE best hotel in Hawa, and 
one which we can confidently 
recommend, is the Muntchi- 
Muntchi House, kept by Mr. J. 
G. Kamehalilo, It is within five 
minutes’ walk of the railway sta- 
tion, and guests who have been 
there speak in high terms of the 
table, and especially of the mis- 
sionary steaks, of which this house 
makes a specialty. 





THE great success which has 
been enjoyed by the WuiTeE SuL- 
PHUR SPRINGS has led to the 
establishment of a watering-place 
on the same plan, which, it is 
hoped, will be equally popular. 
The new springs, which have been 
but recently discovered, are an 
immense improvement on the 
old, being of a more fashionable 
color, namely, écru. 
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THE LANGUAGE SPOKEN BY RAILROAD EMPLOYEES. 


Puck wonders why Ollendorf or Max Miiller, 
or some other philologist, has never written a 
work on the peculiar language which railroad 
employees speak to the outside public. There 
can be no objection to these hard-working and 
honest people using their peculiar native tongue 
in conversing among themselves, but it is very 
inconvenient for the remainder of the human 
race who have neglected their linguistic studies. 

Railway language is divided into several dia- 
lects; but the purest, the Attic, the Castilian, 
the Tuscan, as it were, is the Eriese. We have 
been at some pains to give a few phrases, with 
the necessary translations, that may be of use 
to the traveler by the Erie Railroad: 





ii 
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AN)! (rHis TRAIN 
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“ Saykrasernhojergwingswillcwox’nkwawikwaw- 
kwaw!”?— 

Means: “Ladies and gentlemen, the train by 
which I am standing stops at Passaic, Pater- 
son, Port Jervis, Lackawaxen, Binghampton, 
Hornellsville, and all points West}”’ 

“ Surngsenfresm !”? — 

Means: “Ladies and gentlemen, we are now 





at Turner’s, where we will stop for ten minutes 
to allow you an opportunity of procuring re- 
freshments|’? 
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wo 
** D’nohaftask’nducktr !??— 


Means: “I regret, madam, that I am unable 
to answer your question; but I have no doubt 
that the conductor, who will come through 
the train presently, will be able and willing to 
afford you any information you desire!” 














* Le’thatthereseatalonewot’sdematterwityerdon’ 
trytoturndemseatsover !’?— 

Means: “I beg pardon, sir, but I am bound to 
tell you that it is against the rules of this 
rv20 ror two seats to be turned so as to face 
each other in ordinary passenger-coaches!” 





“* Changeleanellsvilleorningiraegohsamptonque- 
hannasburgervisnerskwawkwawkwaw |”? — 

Means: “Ladies and gentlemen, it is proper 
to remind you to change here for Olean, 





Hornellsville, Corning, Elmira, Waverly, 
Owego, Binghampton, Susquehanna, Nar- 
rowsburg, Port Jervis and Turner’s!” 





Odd as is the Eriese dialect in construction 
and pronunciation, there is yet another variety 
of it which is peculiar to the waiter-girls at Erie 
refreshment stations, It is even more difficult 
to acquire or comprehend than the original 
mother Eriese. We append a few sentences: 





« Roseveestwokinballdamnmutnash !””— 

Means: “ Ladies and gentlemen, we can offer 
you to-day roast veal, stewed kidneys, boiled 
ham and mutton hash!” 





‘* Steercough ?”— 
Means: “ Do you wish iced tea or iced coffee ?”’ 





Any persons who are desirous of taking les- 
sons in Eriese and other railroad languages 
can hear of an instructor, at $20 a lesson, by 
calling at this office out of business hours, 








oe 


ja 
vd 
Y Vs 


VE Ii 
| 


Al 








4 No SYUNDAY= 
SCHOOL TEACHER 
‘ oR ’ 
WU RELIGION-WORKE 


wr Dp APPLY. 
bi NEES 


emma TYE 








UT: 








TO MAKE OUR BANKS SOUND~ 


lu 
MN) 
\ ! 


ht F 
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SAFE EXCURSION-STEAMERS. 














To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

There is so much discussion, at the 
present moment, about dangerous ex- 
cursion-steamers, that I beg to sub- 
mit for your inspection the plan of 
our new steamer. It will be at once 
apparent that no accident can take 
place in a vessel constructed on this 
principle. 

Yours very truly, 
I. SINKEM, 
Manager of Great Overboard Line 
LExcursion-Steamers, 








SUMMER-RESORT NOTES. 


Lake Manopac has had its hotels 
whitewashed and row-boats painted, 
and isn’t afraid of anybody. 


Our correspondent says: “ Sara- 
toga is all bustle and activity.” Which 
indicates that the fair sex has already 
moved in. 


As AN inducement to visit Atlantic 
City this summer, it is stated that the 
two halves of Rockaway can still be 
seen there. 


New ROocuHELLE is just packing 
away its ulsters in camphor, and flour- 
ishing its linen dusters with an un- 
mistakable air of triumph. 


SHELTER IsLAnpD, L. I., will be vis- 
ited, as usual, by those who have suf- 
fered the slings and arrows of out- 
rageous Fortune and want rest. 


THE artists and sportsmen are al- 
ready on their way to the Adiron- 
dacks, They carry largest-size buck- 
shot, and expect to kill a number of 
mosquitos this season. 


To THOSE who are seeking a quiet 
place of retirement, where nobody 
else is going, we would recommend 
Gowanus Junction, on the Erie Rail- 
way. If that won’t do, try the back- 
yard. 





“ADS” IN THE FUTURE. 


While clergymen repeat the creed, 
Upon their vestures pale 

The member who ’s awake may read: 
‘«* A dozen pews for sale.” 


The lawyer at the curb will stand The apple-vender, morbus crown’d— 
And smoke his mild cigar, While naught his ardor damps— 
And chant, in accents soft and bland: Before your door will roll around 
*¢ Divorces—here you are!” And kindly have the cramps. 
When Mabel walks Fifth Avenue, Then undertakers, pale as chalk, 
Her ribbon in the wind Will chill excited crowds, 
Will tell you: «I am twenty-two; As down Broadway they grinning stalk 
I’m gentle and I’m kind.” Like vampires in their shrouds. 


Appearances denote that soon 
The actor will appear 

In tights upon the street at noon, 
To advertise his Lear. 
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| 


C BD 


3 =. = | arid 


Ree 
ty 


yh 

Wd? 

\\ My} 
4 

hi 4) 


\' 
Wn 
intel 
| Wij 
WAN 
ai Mi Wi 
By Ki WH 
RAK) H iy Bo i’ 
"aya Ni ¥ { i 
Sa x 
ee) 
/} 


iY Mp 1 OR 


ING Ray” 


| bt it 


2 
Chl hee OPP 
ME A 


AA, 
ZA 


—To Get THerrR RATHER HUMBLE FURNITURE INTO THEIR New 
House WITHOUT EXCITING THE SCORN OF THE NEIGHRORS. 





To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Since I got my new figured mus- 
lin and my Gainsborough hat, I can- 
not show myself on the street without 
being annoyed by young men who 
smile at me and act in a perfectly 
horrid way. Is there no protection 
for us young and attractive girls? 


GERALDINE. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


Here lies a darling little elf 
Beneath an iron lamb; 

No longer from the closet-shelf 
He ’ll yank the currant-jam. 


Now THE bull-dog like a fox 

Shoots around, and in the box 
Fondly roots; 

While he searches for a bone 

Doth the urchin throw a stone, 
And he scoots, 


THE goat eats the verbena 

And laughs like a hyena, 
Now THE lovely dimpled maid 
Sips a glass of lemonade, 
While her chaperon most dear 
Goes for beer. 
THE flowers in the dell 

Are now upon the bud; 
The clerk of the hotel 

His mammoth diamond stud, 
That cost a single dollar, 
Has donned beneath his collar. 


A LITTLE fellow frolicful 
Went and ate a mango; 
Then he danced a colicful 
Spirited fandango. 
Wuy WE Lavucu. 
Not that the things are funny, 
But that some folks insist 
The fellow who has said them 
Was born a humorist. 
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PROGRESS AND BUTTER. 
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THE DAIRY-MAID OF THE PAST. DAIRY-MAID OF THE PRESENT. 
SOCIETY NOTES. A FREE SHOW. 





THERE was a surprise-party given at Mr. Fair 
O. Chex’s mansion by several of the members 
of the Police Department. It was not wholly 
unexpected, though, for Mr. Fair O. Chex 
had been making preparations for leaving the 
city, as he hates surprise-parties. It is prob- 
able. that he will make his début at Jefferson 
Market to-day. 





Mr. BENJAMIN Bosstay has gone on a yacht- 
ing-trip up the Sound. The yacht will return 
with two or three scow-loads of bricks, and Mr. 
Bobstay, with the aid of the captain and mate, 
will show his ability as chief and only mariner 
of the upper floor. 


Mr. Pat. HiLyican has departed for his 
country-seat on the Hudson, It is a magnifi- 
cent villa called Warbletwice. Mr, Hilligan 
intends to recuperate by breaking stone and 
indulging in all other healthy athletic pursuits. 





MapDAME BRIDGET O’ FLAHERTY will summer 
at the eastern extremity of East Twenty-Fifth 
Street. The wash-tubs will be laid up for the 
season, “ her families’? having gone out of town 
for the summer. 





Mr. McBuizzarp can still be seen every day 
except Sunday driving his two-in-hand. Mr. 
McBlizzard has a host of warm friends, and is 
willing to give any of them a lift for five cents 
a head. 





Mr. ALonzo CONSTANTINE left hurriedly for 
Canada last evening. He is afraid of catching 
that dread disease prevailing among many ot 
the cashiers of this city called warrantforarrest, 





Persons wishing to have a notice in this col- 
umn will please slip a fifty-dollar bill into the 
envelope containing the society note, and ad- 
dress it to the Society Editor. 
























"@was A SHAD- 
Ow on the wall; 
But it had 
’Em, that was all, 


At the door 

They stood at night, 
On the floor 

She put the light. 


Gratis, free, 
The show went on— 

*Twas Love’s Ste- 

Reopticon. 
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FIELDING. 





If there happens to 
be a malarious swamp 
outside of the cricket- 
ground, and but a single 
hole in the fence, the 
cricket-ball will find that 
aperture, and shoot 
through it like lightning 
and go out and locate on 
top of an old tin pan. 
And when you fly over 
the fence, and take half 
a plank along in your 
hand, and ascertain that 
you can’t secure the ball 
without a pole or getting 
covered with mud, and 
that it is impossible to 
get back on the ground 
without going all the 
way round — for the 
aperture is always fur- 
thest from the gate— 
then you express yourself 
in the liveliest terms you 
can command, and con- 
clude to have your shoes 
cleaned by contract. 
But your pain is the 
pleasure of the batsman 
—not that he laughs at 
you, for he doesn’t; no 
man ever laughs at a fel- 
low-being in such a sad 
predicament. Not at all. 
But if he is tired—and 
he generally is—he lies 
on the grass and hopes 
you may not find the 
ball for half-an-hour, 
so that he may have a 
good rest, and be fully 
prepared to send the 
ball through the fence 
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THE INGENIOUS LIQUOR-DEALER. 





A TALE OF THE TEMPERANCE REFORM MOVEMENT IN MASSACHUSETTS. 











CuHaPTER II, 


Mr. Geoghegan tore his hair—what there was _ , 


of it to tear—and cursed the day the Massa- 
chusetts Legislature was born. He knew well 
the character of the male population of Buz- 
ville. It was a feeble and weak-minded popu- 
lation. It did not stand up and take its drink 
after a manly fashion. Its members were sub- 
ject to feminine influences on the alcoholic 
question—yea, even unto the innocent lager. 
They had the fear of the Sewing Society be- 
fore their eyes. They drank in privacy and 
shade. They budged not in the open light 
of day; but rather lushed in darkness. Bank- 
ruptcy loomed up in all its ghastliness before 
Mr. Geoghegan—honest bankruptcy, the real 
old ghastly kind. Asa law-respecting citizen 
and a smaller man than the local constable, he 
took down his screens and removed the blinds 
from his windows. Then he passed a sleepless 
night, until his gigantic brain swelled with a 
new and brilliant idea, and toward morning he 
fell into a refreshing slumber, from which he 
was awakened by the caroling of the little birds 
and the early village milk-man exercising the 
pump-handle. 


« 





Cuapter I, 

The setting sun was casting long rays of level 
light down the main street of the placid Mas- 
sachusetts village of Buzville, as old Deacon 
Wattarigg walked solemnly along the sidewalk, 
which seemed more or less inadequate to his 
needs, The Deacon was feeling large that after- 
noon. He had in his pocket a copy of the law 
passed by the State Legislature forbidding the 
use of screens, blinds, shutters, curtains or 
stained-glass in liquor-saloons. He was about 
to leave this copy with the unregenerate Irish 
corrupter of youth by the name of Geoghegan, 
who kept a palace of iniquity wherein he retailed 
the limpidly purling fizz and the peaceful and 
translucent smash, and made a specialty of 
turning over three kegs of lager in an hour. 
He did serve it, with a smile; and then pro- 
ceeded on his way. Deacon Wattarigg was 
much loved in the town of Buzville; but it is 
doubtful if that day there was raised by any 
pious heart a prayer more sincere that the good 
deacon might soon be removed from the trou- 
bles of this life to another and more uncertain 
world than the prayer of Mr. P. Geoghegan. 
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Cuapter III. 

At five o’clock that morning, a passer-by 
might have seen, if a good ordinary average 
seeist, Mr. P. Geoghegan engaged in construct- 
ing aman. It was, however, evident that Mr. 
Geoghegan’s idea of a model man was not 
Deacon Wattarigg. 


* 
That day the good Deacon walked calmly 
down Main Street, to gaze on the discomfiture 
of Mr. Geoghegan, and to gloat a little in a 
moral way. But it was a coolish day for gloat- 
ing, the Deacon thought, or else Geoghegan 
had monopolized about all the gloat there was 
around. The screens were gone, and all the 
rest of the paraphernalia of sin. But in the 
doorway of Geoghegan’s gilded haunt of in- 
temperance stood a gigantic tramp, who leaned 
gracefully on the bar and held aloft the brim- 
ming beaker, while in his mighty shadow a long 
row of the fashionable youth of Buzville dis- 
posed of their alcoholic swash in that modest se- 
clusion for which their retiring natures yearned. 
And as the tramp grew into a terrible per- 
manency, the good Deacon Wattarigg faded 
away into an attenuated etheriality. 
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A SUMMER-RESORT, 


A place where women-folks can stay 
Within a rocking-chair all day 

On a piazza cool and wide, 

With fan and novel at their side, 
Except when each must leave her seat 
To dress, or sleep, or dance, or eat. 





THE CORNET GRIEVANCE. 
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To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I appeal to you for advice and sympathy. 
Am I to be qualified for admission into a luna- 
tic asylum by demons who practise on the 
cornet? I intend to murder one of these fiends 
to-morrow. It cannot be a crime. Would it 
be justifiable homicide ? 

A Hopetess MANIAC. 











BORROWING A HINT FROM THE SENATE, 





VENERABLE SINNER:—‘‘If we're really going to have 
an Experience Meetin’ an’ confess our Sins, I move we 
clear the galleries, close the doors, and go into Executive 
Session !”? 





PUCKERINGS. 





A MAN Has been found who says he ate 
chowder about fifty times at Coney Island last 
summer, and that on two occasions he found 
his alleged bivalvular decoction to contain pos- 
itive clams, In this advanced age it seems 
like a wild statement; but then we are all liable 
to make mistakes, and perhaps the man was 
not himself when he ate the chowder, or else 
the cook was not in his right business mind 
when he made it. 


THE THING a woman never forgets to do is 
to try to read the post-office mark on a letter 
before she opens it. She will turn it upside 
down and look obliquely along its surface, and 
do everything in her power to make it out. 
Then, if the indications are that it differs from 
the name of the town at the top of the letter, 
she grows frantic with excitement, and doesn’t 
fairly get over it for days. 





A Joint BeNnEFIT.—A Mutton-Chop. 


A SUMMER-BOOK, 


What makes my teeth so pearly white? 
What makes my breath so sweet, 
That suitors kiss me with delight 
And linger at my feet? 
*Tis all because my spirit reels 





With laughter reading Puck ON WHEELS! 
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|'POOR JUDGES OF HORSEFLESH. 









FOR SALE fix 
} 5) 
GHEAP!!!] | Zid 








Si { re 
W 


To the Editor of Pucxk—Sir: 


Having witnessed a Polo-match, I was much 
struck with the excellent market the game of- 
fers for horseflesh. I therefore offered to the 
Polo Club an exceedingly useful animal which 
has long been a favorite of mine. I put the 
figure as low as I conveniently could, and— 
would you believe it, sir?—they refused my 
offer with scorn. Are free and independent 
citizens to be thus trampled on by idle and worth- 
less snobs ? Yours inquiringly, 





DISGUSTED, 








WOES OF THE WESTERN AGRICULTURIST. 








“THE FARMER’S LIFE IS NOT A HAPPY ONE!” 
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OUR WAITER. 


AND HOW HE OVERDID IT. 





PUCK’S POPULARIZED PROVERBS. 





Who laughs last gets left. 

Policy is the best honesty. 

Still waters don’t run at all. 

By night all ulsters are gray. 

Whom the gods love die drunk. 

Discretion is nine points of the law. 

Man proposes, but Aer father disposes. 

Hell hath no fury like a woman cornered. 

It’s a long lane that has no style about it. 

All that glitters is not worth its face value. 

Don’t paint the devil whiter than he deserves. 

Where there’s a will there’s a plea of insanity. 

A burnt child dreads the Dalley’s Pain Ex- 
tractor. 

Marry in haste and the old man will relent 
at leisure. 

It’s a wise child that compromises with its 
own father. 

A bird in the hand is worth two in some 
other fellow’s. 


PUCK’S POPULAR BRITISH PEERAGE. 





TABLE OF PRECEDENCE, 
PEERAGE. POKER. 
A Double-Barreled Duke (the 
Duke of Smith, Earl Jones,) 


Se nenadaet ten keon ss Straight Flush. 
RPE BE GREE, 6 osc csceccccsces Fours. 
A Marquis equals &........cecceee; ..- Full. 
ee CE Die be ev ecens eer venas Flush. 
A Viscount equals a........ coos. Straight. 
A Baron (Lord) equals,.............. Three. 
A TPOMGE GOMES. ..ncsccces ever Two Pairs. 
eT eee One Pair. 


[And a mighty small one.] 


SOME NEW EPITAPHS. 


Herz lies the body of Mary Hatch, 
Who has ended Life’s strange story. 
She slipped, one day, on a parlor-match, 

And was carried off to glory. 








BENEATH this stone sleeps Martha Briggs, 
Who was blessed with more heart than brain 

She lighted a kerosene-lamp at the stove, 
And physicians were in vain. 





This monument is erected to Ebenezer Brown, 
By the stricken bar-tenders of his native town. 





This stone is sacred to Horace Munn, 

Who could eat from dawn till the set of sun. 
One day he ate till he fairly bust: 

Ashes to ashes and dust to dust. 





BENEATH this grave-slab rests in peace 
Our aged cook, Jane Skinner; 
The stern death-angel snatched her off 
While shelling peas for dinner. 
Hucu Howarp. 





PLUMBER AND PLUMBED. 
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No SuMMER-TRIP FOR THE UNFORTUNATE PARTIES WHO 
Hap PLUMBING DONE. 
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AN ECHO FROM A SUMMER-HOTEL. 





IS now the time the miserable 
Rabble 

Begin to wing their flight from town: 
The household’s head not interfering, 
Sey Fearing 
a His helpmate’s formidable frown. 
A\ . Wo NY Woman, whose wrong no man redresses, 
OAS NY Dresses 
Herself to vindicate her right, 

And heaps within her Saratogas 
Togas 

Enough to madden men at sight. 


I stood and gazed along the piazza, 
Asa 
Particularly neat old beau 
Addressed me with the words: *¢ Beware 
Where 
Your young affection you bestow!” 
He pointed to the girls he reprobated, 
Bated 
His breath and whispered in my ear: 
‘«¢ They ’re false and fickle as the ocean! 
O shun 
Coquettes, and listen to my fear! 


They flirt, their modesty forgetting, 
Getting 
In shoals around them all the men: 
And they are sure to fascinate, 
In eight 
Or seven cases out of ten.” 


To him I spake: ‘In this hotel 
O tell, 
Which is the one you deem the worst?” 
A lady swept by, proud and passive, 
As if 


1 
She knew her right to be the first, 


And he, not to be disappointed, 
Pointed 
And said: ‘* The worst coquette I saw 


Nary 
A word I spake but smote his jaw 
And almost knocked him out of life: 
For he had pointed to my wife! 


ARTHUR PENN, 








THE CARD-COLLECTING CRAZE. 


When a man comes home from his daily toil, and strikes the door- 
mat at just five minutes before dinner-time, it is intensely soothing to 
him to find his wife seated in the parlor, pasting advertising cards in a 
huge album; and when she jumps up and throws her arms around his 
neck and daubs him all over with paste, and says: 

“Qh, is that you, dear? I didn’t know it was so late. I’ve been 
pasting cards in all the afternoon. I'll order dinner as soon as I finish 
this page!” 

—+then the husband feels happy through all his spiritual being. And 
occasionally he expresses his joy and amiability by communicating a 
gentle impulse to the album which sends it, more or less, out of the 
window. 

The old keramic craze was bad enough; but it had its redeeming 
featurés, A discreet husband and father-of-a-family could supply his 
womankind with extra large pots, and it would be a long time before 
they were painted and glazed, and ready to be put around the house, 
in everybody’s way. Then, too, it was always feasible to set the small 
boy of the family to mashing the jars, privily and with malice afore- 
thought; and in several other ways the nuisance could be kept within 
certain limits. 

But the new mania has a fatal cheapness about it. There is no 
keeping it down. It grasps the feminine mind just where the feminine 
mind is weak—we mean, weakest. The prospect of getting a collection 
of anything whatever that costs nothing is too much for American 
women brought up on the twenty-seven-cent store system. And what 
makes matters worse is that every tradesman and manufacturer encour- 
ages the mania—because it helps to advertise the business. 

Slommox & Company are certain to have more women incase 
themselves in those wonderful corsets of their make if an elegantly illu- 
minated advertising card, setting forth the merits of these garments, is 
well and widely circulated. 

_ Indeed, so popular is this mania likely to become that it is ques- 
tionable if it ever can die the natural death of keramics, postage-stamps 
or roller-skates. 

Consider what an inducement it is for the proprietor of Whang- 
doodledum’s champagne to lavish money on a card printed in all the 








ust passed; she ’s vain and mercenary !”— 
P ry 





colors of the rainbow, when the proprietor knows that it will figure in 
the albums of half the womanhood of the country! 
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The liver-pad, the honey-soap, the cigarette, the new style of glove 
that adopts this method of proclaiming its virtues is bound to get ahead 
of the better article that is content to rub along under the old system 
of newspaper advertising. 

It is difficult to know how the whole craze is going to end. Every 
business-man in the country must soon find out that the only way to save 
himself from bankruptcy is to engage the most expensive artists to make 
designs for him. If Swankey, who puts up tooth-paste, wants to do a 
larger trade than Smith, who puts up Noyoudont dental-wash, he must 
be prepared to issue a much more gorgeous card than his rival. 

The cards will gradually get larger. The young woman who is 


| making a collection will be kept, by competition of would-be advertisers, 
| constantly at work. Each album will require a room for itself, and 
| ultimately a house for itself—and after that the lunatic asylums will 
| need to be enlarged and their number increased, 





WHY DOESN’T some enterprising party make porous-plasters to 
| represent sunflowers? ‘Then one would not look so much like an old 
bill-board. Besides that, when they roll up and drop off like a leech 
they would go a great way toward filling up your sister’s scrap-book. 








AN OLD PARTY IN A NEW ROLE. 
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“BLESS YOU, MY CHILDREN, BLESS YOU!” 
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1) First Take Boxing-Lessons. 





SEA-SIDE BURGLARS. 





When you go into a hotel they take your | 


name, address and order, and while the cook 
is getting your meal ready the clerk is going 
to a mercantile agency to see if you are able 
to pay for it. And perhaps the air doesn’t 
make you hungry! The other day a goat with 


bronzed horns was left standing alone while |, 


the child got out of the wagon to dig in the 
sand. That child walked home that night, and 
dragged the wagon, too. The goat had eaten 
the harness right off himself. 

“ How is it they never lock the front doors 
of the cottages down here at night?” inquired 
one guest of another on the Bluff last evening. 

‘Because the people come in at all hours.” 

“ Are they not afraid of burglars?” 

“Not at all; the burglars never trouble 
them.” 

“Then there are burglars down here?” 

“ The place is full of them.”’ 

“ And still the front doors are left open all 
night ?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ And these burglars never come in ?”’ 

“ Never.” 

“Why don’t they?” 

“Because they are probably afraid of being 
shot at, captured or prosecuted.” 

“Then how do they thrive ?”’ 

“ As follows: They sell hard clams at fifty 
cents per dozen, two-cent newspapers at ten 
cents apiece, and drive people fifty yards in a 
stage for ten cents, and keep the change for 
themselves. Thus do they make about as much 
as modern bank-presidents and legislators, with- 
out being disgraced or capturing any odium or 
abuse outside of the incidental profanity heaped 
upon them by men who are not accompanied 
by ladies.” 








CHINOLINE IS the very latest remedy for 
diphtheria, It was invented by a Chicago book- 
agent and a poet, in partnership; and it may 
also be used as a rhyme to crinoline and a 
combined toothpick and sad-iron. 











7) Bid Farewell to Your Family. 


HOW TO GO TO CONEY ISLAND. 
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5) Select the Biggest Friend You Know—To Go Too. 





\ 


\B 
\ 
\\ 
\ 


<a 


6) Obtain the Service of Half-a-Dozen Policemen. 
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8) Get on the Boat— 












3) Leave Your Watch in Safe Hands. 











PUCKERINGS. 





AN ENGLISH professor of waltzing says that 
the best rule is: “ Spring and glide.” Practise 
on an orange-peel. 


*TIs Now the gay Italian woos 
Ash-barrels for old overshoes, 

To make the hard clams which beguile 
The epicure at Coney Isle. 





A YOUNG MAN was found hanging to a gate 
in Podunk, N. J., last night. He was cut down 
by an irate father’s boot. 





TAE SURF came up exceeding high, 
And made her cry: 
“Oh, my! 
*Gustus, you said the waves were dry!” 





STRAWBERRY-BOXES are very much like Coney 
Island beer-mugs—they are pretty thick, and 
the bottoms try to get as near to the top as 
possible. 





O airy INSECT! that dost softly sail 
Through all my garments in the closet still, 
Devour my hat and ulster if you will, 

But oh, let up upon my swallow-tail— 

O moth! sail in, I care not a damphor 
My swell clothes are all packed away in 
camphor. 





PEACHES ARE nearly as high in price here as 
in London, this season, and prime Delawares 
are already beginning to put on Piccadilly airs 
and drop their h’s, 





SHE HUNG upon the rope, 
Her bosom full of hope, 
And watched the bathers grope, 
Puff and blow. 
But her sides she quickly jabbed 
With her hand, and yelled: “I’m stabbed!” 
When a lobster fondly grabbed 
At her toe. 
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9) And then Jump Overboard and Swim Home in 
Time to Save Your Life and Give Thanks. 
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A SIGN OF THE SEASON. 























PREPARING 


FOR THE SUMMERING 
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CITIZEN. 








FOR SALE OR TO LET. 





This is the time of the year when the old 
Jersey granger, sniffing the summer afar off, 
calls his family about him and observes: 

“ Wa-al, I guess it’s ’baout time we put the 
advertisement in the papers and get the old 
shanty down in the caow-pasture ready agin the 
summer. Got to get one month’s rent out of 
the city-folks, anyway.” 

“T dunno,” dubiously replies Ebenezer Sala- 
thiel, his eldest son: “I dunno ’s there’s an- 
other year to be got out of the old shanty. 
She was blown acrost the ten-acre lot, time of 
the last blizzard, ’n’ she ain’t never been no 
good sence—kinder broke in the back.” 

“Got to fix her up somehow,” returns the 
honest tiller of the soil: “ where is she naow ?” 

“Over near the caow-trough,” replies Uncle 
Japhet Sylvanus. 

The chief agriculturist muses. 

“ That’ll do fustrate,” he concludes: “ We'll 
advertise fishin’ ’n’ boatin’ ’n’ bathin.’ ” 

And then they all go out and hunt for the 
shanty, and find it slowly collapsing all by itself 
on the lee side of a small hill. 

Ebenezer Salathiel, being the lightest weight 
and the most agile climber of the lot, ascends 
gingerly to the roof and makes a faint pretense 
of patching up the holes with the wreck of an 
old chicken-coop, while Uncle Japhet Sylvanus, 
being aged and infirm, contents himself with 
the light work of propping up the sides of the 
structure with fence-rails. John Pettingill Ha- 
bakkuk, the younger son, who has rather an 
artistic temperament, ascends a small ladder, 
and generously slathers about fifteen cents’ 
worth of paint over the barest places on the 
walls. Meanwhile the head of the house pot- 
ters around and lays out the accessories, which 
consist principally of signs calling attention to 
the various charms of the place and warning 
people to keep off the grass; a notification more 
or less superfluous, for the grass keeps off itself. 





“Here’s that thar croky set,’ says the old 
man, as he fishes out from a lonely corner three 
shaky hoops and two battered balls, with a 
paintless stake to keep them company: “ but 
there ain’t no hammer—whatcher call ’em ?” 

“ Mallets,’ suggests John Pettingill: “ thar’s 
the old beetle on the wood-pile—’tain’t no 
good no more—give ’em that.” 

“Good boy,”’ the bucolic parent is moved 
to remark, approvingly: “ you’ve got the head, 
John Pettingill. Don’t you go to wasting no 
paint under the eaves, though.” 

“ Dad,” suggests Ebenezer Salathiel, moved 
to ambition by this praise of his younger bro- 
ther: “thar’s thet old razor-back hog in the 
puddle. Couldn’t ye kinder label him ‘ Hunt- 
ing,’ Or something like that? ”T'wouldn’t hurt 








| 








him none ef the city-folks did shoot at him, 
he’s so tough.” 

“Sho!” replies the old man: “I wouldn’t 
have ’em a-shootin’ raound here—’twould fill 
the pond all up with buck-shot. Say, you Japh 
Sylvanus, ain’t you got that sign sot out over 
the hoss-trough ?” 

Uncle Japhet meekly excuses himself. 

“Wa-al, I kinder didn’t know if ’twas fishin’ 
or bathin’. There’s pollywogs into the trough,” 

And so the good work goes bravely on, and 
the next day there appears in the New York 
Herald: 


OR SALE OR TO LET, AT BLIMBLANKVILLE COR- 
ners, N. J., the beautiful country-house and estate Known as 
Lonsdale Manor. Fine fishing, boating and bathing. Ample lawn 
for croquet, lawn-tennis, etc. For terms, etc., apply to Eliphalet 
Skewgun, Blimblankville Corners P. O. 
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THE FIRST PAIR OF ROLLER-SKATES IN MULLIGAN ALLEY. 
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A MONSTROUS OUTRAGE. 
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To the Editor of Puck— ‘Sir: 


You, as a righter of woman’s wrongs, will, I }- 


know, right this 400 awful one. I had such a 
sweet photograph taken of myself the other day, 
which was in great demand by all my admirers. 
Imagine my intense horror and disgust at see- 
ing it used for an advertisement of the studio, 
and, above all—I almost blush to write it—my 
beautiful portrait is placed next to that of a 
horrid sirange man, 1 hope, dear Mr. Editor, 
you will devote a series of articles to put down 
such impertinence on the part of photographers, 





BELINDA BRIGGs. 


VENGEANCE. 


6 patriarch sat in his easy-chair, 
And the balm lay soft in the summer air; 
But the moist-footed fly espied him there. 


aA 


Oh, the insect was young and the patriarch sly, 
And he feigned him asleep, and with half-closed eye 
Awaited the hydropodic fly. 


of 


The young fly plumped on the patriarch’s crown; 
The patriarch hoisted his hand so brown, 
And with exquisite aim he whacked it down. 















To the mystic realms of the sweet by-and-by, 
Beyond the cloudless, etherial sky 
Spattered the soul of the moist-footed fly. V. W.S. 








DISTINGUISHED ARRIVALS.—Green Corn has 
arrived in New York, and C., Morbus may be 
expected shortly. 





SUGGESTION GRatTIs—Changing the name of 
some of our popular resorts from “ Watering” 
to “ Liquoring ” Places. 





UNFAIR DISCRIMINATION. 























To the Editor of Puck— 
Mein Tear Shir: 


Everyveres I go mit mein vife and shild, the 
bosses von dem summer- hotels tells me dey 
don’t vant no Ewes. Dot ist nicht recht alto- 
gedder. Weil I am an American citizen, ich 
habe mein rights, and I vants to board vere IJ 
likes, 

Ixey Moses, Old Ch’. 


P, S.—I incloshes mein bizziness cart. 





MR. & MRS. IKEY MOSES, 


DEALERS IN 


Eadies’ & Benis’ fast-Of Elothing, 


No. 550 Baxter Street. 














“SCHOOL 'S OUT!” 
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IN THE COUNTRY. 
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We Missed Perfumery— 


iy 





The Mysterious Disappearance of Our Brandy— -Was Invariably Followed by the Sound of a Hoarse, 
Muffled Voice, Singing Snatches of Irish Songs. 


HAUNTED BOARDING-HOUSE. 
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Suddenly (and, Curiously Enough, on the Day that 
Bridget was Sent Away) All These Manifestations Ceased. 











PUCKERINGS. 





THE EARLY fish catches 


THE BOLD EDITOR OF THE PERIOD. 


BLANK FLORIDA. 





KNEW a man, 





the worm, hook and all. — a 
; SL Ee= mse And he came from Maine, 
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TuHeE Best Way TO BEAT 
A NIAGARA HaAcKMAN— 
With a Club. 


LT oa 
THE HOT weather has had ; LM, 4/3 
the effect of crowding all the PZ Y 
watering-places, with the ex- 
ception of Wall Street. 











Tus 1s the time of the 
year at which every man 
decides to go to the country, 
and no one knows where he 
is going. 


Now THAT tile-painting is 
a little out of fashion, and 
there is no demand for this 
tomfoolery in art, its adepts 
are off in the country paint- 
ing the virtues of various 
patent-medicines on barns, 
fences and rocks, 





A NATIVE-BORN imitation 
Briton was bowled out on 
the Saratoga train the other 
day. His cloth helmet was 
all right, and he wore the 
regulation number of rings; 
but his hat-box gave him 
away. It was nearly a foot 
smaller in the rim than -his 
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And he had n’t much stamps, 

But considerable brain, 
And he was going to Florida to plant 
Orange-trees. 


I saw from his talk 

That his ideas were immense 
Concerning the wealth 

That would recompense 
Anybody with a leaning toward 
Orange culture. 


Of course I knew 

That he was on a goose-chase, 
But I did n’t pretend 

To trouble his case; 
If he was satisfied that it was a 
Bonanza—good. 


I saw that fellow 

At the steamer, yesterday morn, 
And with solid wealth 

He was loaded—in a horn; 
And he was going back to Maine, 
Disgusted with oranges. 


His garments were worn 

And his look was one of care, 
And he carried a cane 

That came from Florida, where 
He ’d been to accumulate a fortune 
On oranges. 


And he was down 

On Florida for a durn fraud, 
And he was going home 

On the money he had borr’d 
From a friend that he met, 
Who likewise was going to Florida 
To start a bank account on oranges. 





bath-tub. TRYING TO AVOID THE NUMEROUS TOES HE MUST NOT TREAD ON. Leo. E. C. 
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A FEW CASUAL REMARKS ON ICE-CREAM. 


Nobody seems to care much about 
ice-cream in winter, when there is plenty 
of ice and freezing facilities, and when 
corn-starch is just as cheap as at any 
other time; but as soon as summer 
comes around and makes the materials 
expensive, there is a heavy run on this 
favorite American manufacture. This 
shows the perversity of the human race. 

Summer would not be summer with- 
out ice-cream. Ice-cream is the favorite 
currency of love. The young man ex- 
presses the yearning of his heart in a 
plate of vanilla; and the maiden indi- 
cates her blushing preference in a saucer 
of strawberry. The young man pays 
for both. 

Yet there is nothing poetical in ice- 
cream, regarded by itself. It is gen- 
erally made by an old man down in the 
cellar, who twists a superannuated milk- 
can around in a tub of salt and ice un- 
til the skim-milk and corn-starch is frozen 
through. Then he dumps it out into a 
stone crock and sends it up-stairs to be 
ladled out to dove-eyed maidens at fif- 
teen cents a ladle. 

Ice-cream seems to be right en rap- 
port with the human race. There is 
perfect solidarity between them all summer, In 
the fall a coldness seems to separate them, how- 
ever, 

Nobody has ever tested the extreme capa- 
city of the average American girl as an ice- 
creamist; but it is popularly supposed that it 
is unlimited. Occasionally a plumber, fresh 
and flush after a severe winter, has attempted 
to glut his sweetheart with lemon-and-vanilla; 
but the resultant bankruptcy of the plumber 
has always cast a roseate glow over our civiliza- 
tion. 

Besides being a useful adjunct to courtship, 
ice-cream is often employed to feed poets upon. 
It seems to start the muse better than anything 
else. We fed our special poet on ice-cream the 
other day, and when he had absorbed his tenth 
plate he evolved this from his inner inanity: 


ty 


Why do I say I love you, 

Whose thoughts are from me as far 
As in the sky above you 

The gleam of the coldest star? 


Why do I voice a vision 

That is utterly vague and vain? 
Why do I court derision 

With my tale of passion and pain? 


You ask why my song rehearses 
A fury that Fate must chill? 
Well, to sell the resultant verses 
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For a solid $5 bill. V. 8. BD. PF. 
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This, however, we considered a failure. It 
is too mercenary inits tone. We next tried the 
experiment upon a nice, tender young amateur 
poet, and the sixth plate fetched him, and he 
warbled thus-wise: 

Sweet love, for whom on summerful eves I wait, 
Hid in the bushes by the garden gate, 
Remember that thou tie the bull-dog up. 
Sweet is the scent of fading lilac-blooms; 
Where white syringas light the bosky glooms 
I see your younger sister in the scup. 

The night-winds toss the willow’s pallid green, 
Like wandering spirits that torment unseen— 
Am [I to stay out here till half-past one? 

Blue skies of eve pale to a ghastly gray, 
It strikes me strongly I were best away— 
I see your father reaching for his gun. 


That was solid poetry, and there might have 
been more of it if the poet’s feelings had not 
overcome him. 

Ice-cream was invented by Vulcan, B. C. 
about 1,000,000, Venus was the wife of Vul- 
can, and it was during their honeymoon that | 
this glorious invention was first introduced to 
the world. Everybody had told Vulcan that he | 
was speculating on an extra narrow margin | 
when he married Venus. She was a volatile | 
young person, of pleasing personal appearance, 
and not well calculated to make a suitable wife 
for a man of quiet temperament, devoted to 








mechanical pursuits of a grimy order. 
But at first it looked as if these warnings 
were merely the fruit of idle gossip. 
Venus proved a most devoted and do- 
mestic spouse. She used to come and 
sit by the forge while Vulcan hammered 
away at horse-shoes and toe-weights for 
the immortal racing-stables; and she 
would bring her knitting with her and 
babble softly to him by the hour. Vul- 
can liked it; and it would have been 
rather queer if he had not, for Venus 
did everything in her power to make it 
agreeable to him. She fanned his heated 
brow and fed him on strawberries in 
the intervals of his exhausting labor. 
She surrounded him with all manner of 
small comforts and luxuries. 

Did the cinders get into his am- 
brosial locks? A fine-tooth comb of 
gold and vulcanized rubber lay within 
his reach. 

Did he inhale the choking gases of 
the furnace? His cigarettes lay ready 
rolled close by his forge. 

Did perspiration wet his manly brow? 
An embroidered bandanna hung on a 
nail near by. 

Was he frescoed with coal-dust ? The 
cake of Sapolio and the tin basin were brought 
to him as if by magic, and she had painted his 
monogram on the back of his nail-brush. A ffec- 
tion quickened her inventive powers, All that 
she could have done more would have been to 
concentrate the said affection upon one object. 

This was the conclusion to which Vulcan 
came at a later date. Besides being a practical 
blacksmith, he was editor of the Svedge-Slingers’ 
Trade Journal, devoted to the interests of the 
blacksmithing profession. One day he sat at 
his desk looking fondly at the paste-pot which 
Venus had that day filled for him. She did 
not use common, unromantic paste; it was her 
custom to compose the liquid adhesiveness of 
farina and dairy cream. Musing upon this deli- 
cate little attention, Vulcan happened to raise 
his eyes to the doorway, where he observed 
Venus skipping out into the far empyrean with 
a winged immortal of the male persuasion, 
young, good-looking, and with a capacity of 
speed like a spectre shoe-maker in a pedestrian 
match. The abandoned husband had a game 
leg and couldn’t go on the trail. 

It was a cold day for Vulcan. When he 
looked again at the paste-pot the contents froze 
hard. He took out a patent for the invention, 
and Venus afterward avoided a divorce-suit by 
taking the country agency and introducing ice- 
cream to the public at large. 








PROGRESS AMONG TOOTH-PULLERS. 





OLD STYLE—TORTURE. 





PRESENT STYLE—DELIGHT. 
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You HAD BETTER BE CAREFUL NOT TO STAND 
TOO NEAR ONE OF THOSE QUICKSILVER 
BALLs s6 COMMON ON OUR LAWNS. 





PUCKERINGS. 





WHoM THE Gops LovE Diz Younc.—The 
Gods do not Love Spring-Chickens, 

ALEXANDER Dumas asks: “When all are 
kings, what is to be done?”? Well, we should 
scoop in the pot, or show our four aces, 








Ir you don’t like to mention the stick, just 
tell him, when he has put in the sugar and the 
lemon, that there ought to be something to add 
here, and he will probably understand you. 





THE GREEN peach wakes up and scratches its 
head, turns over, ripest side out, and gets down 
off the tree to stand sweetly and innocently in 
the path of the little boy whom the gods love. 





Ir 1s the girl with plump ivory arms that 
has no sleeves on her bathing-dress. And it is 
the lady who lies on the sand in the gaudiest 
tights that won’t show her ankle in a hammock. 
Dearly beloved, why is it thusly? 





THERE ARE many pleasant things in this 
world, but we do not experience one of them 
at the moment a fly lights on top of our head 
at this season of the year, when our hair is cut 
right down to the quick by a pair of horse- 
clippers. 
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REMINISCENCE. 





“Eheu fugaces, Postume, Postume, 
Labuntur anni.” 
My other self thou wert in those old days 
Of song and dreaming, happy days and fair! 
I strove to catch the sunlight in my lays, 
Faint rays of thy dear love reflected there. 
I sang for love of singing and thy praise, 
Thou and the roses then were friends to me. 
We strolled together beside sunny ways, 
And dreamed aloud to discreet wood and lea. 
What hopes were uttered in those petaled hours! 
What visions seen I never more may see! 
My soul drank in the dream-sweet breath of flowers, 
And filled itself with fragrance and with thee. 
And oh! how memory from oblivion snatches 
The night we robbed old Miller’s melon-patches! 
C. C. STARKWEATHER. 








DOWN WITH TOXOPHILITES. 





To the Editor of Pucx—Sir: 


I am almost speechless with indignation. 
Some archery idiots have perforated my new 
summer hat with a horrid arrow. Have I no 
redress ? 





BuMBLETON BLOWHARD, 
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HIS SCHEME. 





“You’ve got on a pretty toney pair of trou- 
sers to-day. ‘They look green,” 

“They are green,”’ said the poet, slowly. 

“ Why do you wear them ?” 

“Why, because they are green.” 

“Do you like green trousers ?”” 

“Well, if I didn’t like them—if I regarded 
them as something disgusting and obnoxious— 
I would not wear them, I think they are de- 
lightful; they are not only economical, but hint 
at opulence.” 

“IT don’t understand you.” 

“ Well, you see, I only gave five dollars for 
them; and the secret of the whole scheme is 
this: In the daytime they look green, and at 
night they look sort of brown, and the people 
all think I have two pairs and am putting on 
style.” 

“Well, it is rather a good scheme.” 

“Good scheme! You can just bet it is. We 
poets have a hrrd time to make a decent dis- 
play, and I am suffering for the time to arrive 
when some philanthropist will invent a seventy- 
five-cent straw-hat that will last two summers 
and look so much li<e a seal-skin cap during 
the winter that it may be raffled off at a dollar 
a chance.” 





THE wickedest man in the world—John Doe, 
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ARCHITECTURE IN SHANTYTOWN. 
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‘¢ YEZ HAS BEEN MAKIN’ ALTERATIONS, I sEE, Mrs. McDurFry.” 


‘*OcH, NOTHIN’ TO SPAKE OF; WE JUST SHLUNG THE STABLE AROUN’, AND THE OWLD MAN HAS 
ERICTED FOR HISSELF A SHMOKIN’-ROOM AN’ LIBERRARY.” 





THE POETIC BROTHERHOOD.—HUGO AND 
TENNYSON. 





An incorrect copy of M. Victor Hugo’s 
beautiful epistle, acknowledging the compli- 
ment paid him by Alfred Tennyson in his recent 
sonnet, has been going the rounds of the press, 
From this letter the most interesting portion 
was eliminated. We have secured a correct 
copy of the suppressed original, which we here 
present to our readers: 

To ALFREL TENNYSON— My Eminent and Dear 
Brother: 1 read. with emotion your superb verses. It is 
a reflex of gicry which you send me. Why should I not 
love England, which produces men such as you—the 
England of Wilberforce, the England of Milton and 
Newton, the England of Shakspere? France and Eng- 
land are to me a single people, as truth and liberty 
are a single light. I believe in the unity of humanity as 
I believe in the unity divine. I love all peoples and all 
men, and I admire your noble verses. 

Might I ask you to lend me half-a-dollar till the end 
of the heated term? With undying sentiments of ele- 
vated esteem, 

Your brother in Art, 
Victor Huco. 








A WEppING-RiInG—Match-making Mamas. 





THE BANKS are now looking out for chances 
for new investments, in view of the fact that 
the hackmen will soon return from the water- 
ing-places and make their deposits, 








: 
gr a boy, scarce into his teens, 
But if only a boy, that boy ‘*he knew beans;” 
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A domestic cigar he did purchase 
From out of his small, slender means. 


Iv. 
Only a Coon, fat, ragged and black, 
Only a Coon, and he knew him as “ Jack;” 





And he handed his friend the Havana, 
And stepped about twenty feet back. 


ONLY A BOY. 


I. 
Only a knife-blade, shining and bright, 
But if only a knife-blade, sharp it was, quite; 
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And he opened the wrapper so gently 
You ne’er would suspect at first sight. 


Vv 


Only a bang!!! but wasn’t it loud? 
Only a bang, but in a dense cloud 
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The Boy, Coon and Butt were enveloped 
And promiscuous mixed in a crowd. 


Il. 
Only some powder, a very small load, 
But if only some powder, the same would explode; 


acme 


And he closed up the wrapper so neatly, 
And hastily sped on his road. 


VI. 
Only a tomb-stone under a willow, 
Only a tomb-stone, the earth for a pillow: 





He died of spontaneous combustion— 
**Quantum mutatus ab illo.” 
Georce G. Hart. 








EXTRACT FROM THE DAILY PUCK 
FOR 1981. 





A grand discovery has recently been made, 
which, it is thought, will entirely supersede the 
use of the telephone and electric telegraph as a 
means of communication. It is called the post- 
office. The system consists in writing a letter 
containing your message, putting a postage- 
stamp on the envelope, and dropping it in a 
box. It will then be forwarded to its address 
by the first train or steamboat. The advantage 
over the electric telegraph is that the message 
will reach the person to whom it is sent within 
a reasonable time. The Western Union Tele- 
graph Company talks about purchasing the 
patent. 








Now potH the clerk waltz around like a be- 
headed Shanghai, when he discovers that busi- 
ness is bracing up so that it will be utterly im- 
possible for him to get a vacation. 





SIGNS OF THE T1mEs: To Let—Strawberry- 
Short-Cake—Bock. 











WHERE ARE THE CHILDREN TO GO? 
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PUCKERINGS. 


A Money-OrpeR—Pay Up. 








DurinG A thunder-storm out West, 
a book canvasser took shelter under a 
tree and was struck on the cheek by 
lightning. ‘The doctors say the light- 
ning can’t live. 


A Boy WILL willingly run the risk of 
being devoured by a bull-dog to secure 
a green apple through which he could 
n’t drive his teeth with a sledge-ham- 
mer after he secures it. 





Wuiskey 1s fifty cents a drink at 
the bar at Long Beach. There’s the 
place where Mr. Tug Wilson wouldn’t 
stand up for four rounds, and we are 
hazarding our little El Dorado on it. 

A PERUVIAN POLIcy has been formu- 
lated by Mr. Frelinghuysen. Mr. Fre- 
linghuysen is from New Jersey, a no- 
torious hot-bed of malaria; thus Mr. 
Frelinghuysen’s Peruvian previousness 
becomes obvious, and his policy may 
be considered worse than his bark. 





SOME SENTIMENTAL poet sings: 

«‘ There are no birds in last year’s nests.” 

This is a beautiful line, because it 
abounds in simplicity and truth, and 
it makes us feel better. We don’t like 
to be cruel, but we fancy we know 
several young ladies who will change 
their sea-side resort this year that they 
may be in last year’s dresses, 
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ELDERLY LADY :—* BEAUTIFt 
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JLLY WRITTEN—BUT VERY SMALL! 





AN OLD GIRL. 





Rr paint blooms on her withered cheeks; 


Gay ringlets toss upon the air; 
In pert, coquettish tones she squeaks, 
And imitates the baby stare. 
She shows a dainty little shoe, 
The sweet old girl of —fifty-two. 
She ’s broken lovers’ hearts a score; 
The finest men she might have had; 
She trembles lest there may be more 
Die for herself, or else go mad. 
In truth, no lover yet would woo 
This sprightly girl of—fifty-two. 
She modestly averts her eyes; 
She hides the blush that will not come; 
She gives the most heart-rending sighs; 
She giggles and she bites her thumb. 
She wears bright colors, not a few, 
This charming girl of—fifty-two. 
Of naughty men she is afraid— 
What their intentions are she knows; 
Her timid acts are neatly played; 
She runs away, but never goes. 
And bravely faces dangers, too, 
This guileless girl of—fifty-two. 
She still has hopes that some fine day 
A man to claim her heart will kneel: 
And often thinks just what she ’ll say 
Before she faints, and how she ’li feel 
When kissed—for that ’s entirely new 
To this old girl of—fifty-two. 
H, C. Dopce. 








VERY SOON the balmy rose 
Will blossom in the dell, 

And linger ’twixt Cordelia’s nose 
And Jonathan’s lapel. 





*TIs NOw the anglers shiver. 

By the placid lake and river, 
While they land the flapping flat-fish 
And the cat-fish, 








THE MODERN PLAGUE OF LOCUSTS. 
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AN AMPLIFIED AD. 





WANTED—A MAN ACQUAINTED WITH THE CITY 
Liquor TRADE. 





WHAT GOETH ON AT PRESENT. 

And in these days it shall come to pass that 
the young man who is a clerk in a down-town 
store, and who taketh for his wages each week 
shekels of gold and silver to the amount of ten 
simoleons, including them that are punched, 
becometh discontented with his lot. 

For he taketh counsel with himself, and saith 
privily unto his soul: 

“Lo now, wherefore go I clothed on with 
checks and with stripes and with pants-to-order- 
in-four-hours, the while my comrades are like 





the rainbow, yea, as a stereopticon are they ?” 

And he goeth out into the streets, and he 
watcheth the young men of the National Guard 
of the State of New York, even them that are 
wont to march in procession in raiment of blue 
and in raiment of white and in raiment of gray, 
with brass and silver and nickel thereupon, yea, 
verily, even in the similitude of soldiers and of 
men of war. 

And his heart is filled with envy, and his 
breast with longing; for he is seized of a strong 
desire to array himself like unto these. And he 





saith once again unto himself: 

“Lo now, what is life if so that I may not | 
wear upon my breast a badge 
of blue and of gold with a num- 
ber thereon ?” 

And he goeth about, and he 
taketh counsel of his friends, 
and maketh application to join 
a company of the Dandyites 
and them of the tribe of the 
Bang-Ups. And when he hath 
heard the price of the luxury, 
he is much astounded and won- 
dereth greatly. 

For there be dues of gold 
and silver imposed upon them, 
even according to the gorgeous- 
ness of their raiment. And 
if upon a holiday the young 
man who playeth soldier goeth 
not forth with the other young 
men who likewise play soldiers, 
then is he mulcted in simoleons 
of gold and silver. 

But by and by the young 
man taketh comfort unto him- 
self and he saith: 

“ Verily, now will I arm me 
with the philosophy of the 
Dontcareadimeites. And I will 
let the dues of gold and of sil- 
ver take care of themselves; 
yea, they may pay themselves, | 
an they be so minded.” . 








And he joineth the regiment; and for a 
month he drilleth like unto the busy bee, and 
paradeth the streets. But at the end of that 
time he is seen no more in the company-room; 
neither in any part of the armory. Neither 
payeth he his dues; saving only to his washer- 
woman. 

And at the end of another month there 
cometh unto him a centurion of the guard, 
and demandeth payment. And the young man 
telleth him to go about for a sardine. And in 
due time cometh the United States Marshal, 
who goeth not about for a sardine at any man’s 
bidding. 

And verily I say unto you, the end of that 
young man shall be vanity and vexation of 
spirit, and likewise Ludlow Street Jail. Selah. 


“A BRIGHT DREAM DISSIPATED. 
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And He Did. Parading was a Big Thing——But the Dues were Big Things, too. 
He is now Enrolled among the Ludlow Street Regulars. 
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WANTED—A Party WITH MEANS TO JOIN OTHERS 
IN OPENING A BANK. 





HE DIDN’T WANT TO SELL. 





The other day a man walked into a barber- 
shop, followed by a page, who deposited a port- 
able table on the floor, and took from a satchel 
a number of tonsorial wares and arranged them 
on it with artistic care: 

“ This is pomade,” said the visitor. 

“ 1’m well supplied.” 

“This is bear’s-grease.” 

“T have more bear’s-grease than I can use 
in a year.” 

“Here is some fine bay rum.” 

“Tt no doubt is; but I make my own myself 
down in the cellar and put on foreign labels. 
No one knows the difference, and I sell lots of 
it for presents.” 

The visitor, not in the least daunted, went on: 

“Here is rosemary.” 

“That is for remembrance,” softly cooed the 
tonsorial mower: “but I don’t want any in 
mine, nor pansies for thoughts, nor cabbages for 
revery—Shakspere, with variations.” 

“Here is cosmetic for the moustache.” 

“1 know it is for the moustache, and also for 
the goatee, the imperial and the side-whiskers; 
but I am so thoroughly stocked and reeking 
with cosmetic at present that I am trying to use it 
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up on the cat, which I frequent- 
ly polish up like the bosom of 
a variety actor’s diamond.” 

“ Here is an electric brush, 
a triplex comb, a duplex ellip- 
tic hair-dye, an oxy-hydrogen 
lavender-water, and a thermo- 
cauterized face-powder.” 

“T don’t want any of them.” 

“T know you don’t!” 

“ Then why do you ask me 
| to buy them ?” 

‘1 don’t ask you to buy them. 
Did I say anything about you 
buying them ?” 

“Come to think of it, you 
didn’t.” 

“You can just bet I didn’t, 
for I didn’t come in here to sell 
youanything. I came in to let 
you know that I possess all the 
toilet articles that the average 
gentleman needs. Now, don’t 
try to sell me anything, or praise 
up your wares, and tell me that 
I ought to own a sample of each 
if I desire to be respected. I 
am stocked, stocked, stocked. 
Now be kind enough and give 
me an easy shave, without in- 
terrogation-points.”’ 

R. K. MuNKITTRICK. 
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Dramatis PERSONA. 


First Touriést. 
Second Tourist. 


First Tourist. 
“ Look, how the upland plunges into cover, 
Green when the pines fade sullenly away. 
Wonderful those olive depths! and wonderful, moreover—” 


SECOND TouRIST. 
“The red dust that rises in a suffocating way.” 


First Tourist. 


“Small is the soul that cannot soar above it, 
Cannot but cling to its ever kindred clay; 
Better be yon bird, that seems to breathe and love it—” 


SECOND TourIsT. 
“ Doubtless a hawk, or some other bird of prey. 


Were we, like him, as sure of a dinner 
That on our stomachs could comfortably stay, 
Or were the fried ham a shade or two just thinner 
That must confront us at closing of the day, 


Then might you sing like Theocritus or Virgil; 
Then might we each make a metrical essay; 

But verse just now—I must protest and urge, ill 
Fits a digestion by travel led astray.’ 


CHORUS OF PASSENGERS. 


“Speed, Yuba Bill, oh, speed us to our dinner! 
Speed to the sunset that beckons far away.” 


SECOND TourIST. 
“William of Yuba, O Son of Nimshi, hearken! 
Check thy profanity, but not thy chariot’s play. 
Tell us, O William, before the shadows darken, 
Where and oh, how shall we dine? O William, say !” 


Yusa BILL. 


“Tt ain’t my fault, nor the Kumpeney’s, I reckon, 
\~ can’t get ez square meal ez any on the Bay; 
Up at yon place, whar ‘ the sunset’ ’pears to beckon — 
Ez thet sharp allows in his airy sort 0’ way— 


Thar woz a place war yer hash ye might hev wrestled, 
Kept by a woman ez chipper ez a jay; 

Warm in her breast all the morning sunshine nestled, 

Red on her cheeks all the evening’s sunset lay—” 


“ Vuba 


Bill,’ Driver. 


A Stranger. 





SECOND ‘TouRIST. 


** Praise is but breath, O chariot-compeller ! 
Yet of that hash we would bid thee further say.” 


Yusa BILL, 
“ Thar woz a snipe—like you—a fancy tourist, 
Kem to that ranch ez if to make a stay, 
Ran off the gal, and ruined jist the purest 
Critter that lived—” 


STRANGER (quielly). 
“ You ’re a liar, driver!’ 


Yusa Bit (reaching for his revolver). 
“Eh? 
Here, take my lines, somebody—”’ 


CHORUS OF PASSENGERS. 
“ Hush, boys; listen: 
Inside there ’s a lady! Remember! No affray!’’ 


Yusa BILL. 
“Ef that man lives, the fault ain’t mine nor his’n.” 


STRANGER. 


“Wait for the sunset that beckons far away; 

Then—as you will! But meantime, friends, believe me, 
Nowhere on earth lives a purer woman—nay, 

If my perceptions do surely not deceive me, 
She is the lady we have ‘inside’ to-day. 


As for the man—you see that blackened pine-tree, 
Up which the green vine creeps heavenward away ? 


He was that scarred trunk, and she the vine that sweetly 


Clothed him with life again and lifted—” 


SECOND TOURIST. 
“Yes, but pray— 
How know you this ?” 
STRANGER. 


“ She ’s my wife.” 


Yusa BILL. 
“The h—Il you say!” 
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CHILDREN’S LITERATURE—PAST. 
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THIS IS THE GOOD BOY IN THE OLD-FASHIONED STORY-BOOK.—[Scee Illustration Below. ] 








WHY NOT? 





“Wuart have you got in the basket?” asked 
the Inquisitive Person on the L road platform. 

“‘ Snakes,”’ replied the Tall Stranger: “ you’d 
better look out.” 

The Inquisitive Person stopped poking the 
basket with his cane, and inquired: 

“What are you doing with a basketful of 
snakes ?”’ 

“T am carrying them,” said the Tall Stranger, 
solemnly: “to a man who has the Delirium 
Tremens.”’ 

‘But why ?”’ asked the Inquisitive Person. 

“A man who has the Delirium Tremens,” 
answered the Tall Stranger: “generally sees 
snakes, doesn’t he?” 

“Well, yes,”’ assented the Inquisitive Person: 
“T suppose he does.”’ 

“How can he see ’em, though?” the Tall 
Stranger asked: “if there aren’t any snakes? 
And what would Delirium Tremens be without 
snakes, I’d like to know?” 

“ But they don’t aways see snakes,” objected 
the Inquisitive Person. 








“No,” said the Tall Stranger: “they some- 
times see pink zebras; but then there are no 
pink zebras, and if there were, I couldn’t carry 
them, could I ?”’ 

The Inquisitive Person had to admit that 
that was so; and just then the train came 
along. 








THOUGHTLESSNESS. 





?Tis midnight, and the, summer’s sun 
Rises boldly from the west, 
And the autumn dews of winter 
Fall in summer on her breast, 
And the rapid rivers running 
Slowly climb the hill’s descent, 
While the southern pine of Greenland 
Grows upon the ocean’s crest, 
And the anchored ship at harbor 
Is weathering the roughest lea, 
And the waters of the Pacific River 


Empty into the Atlantic Sea. 
DELPHIUS CROOKE. 





HIGH ART. 





WHEN an artist slaps a lot of cobalt on the 
canvas, and mashes it up like dough, and wipes 
it around with a sponge, and sleeps on it, and 
uses it as a dog-blanket and a towel, the blue 
becomes so mixed and chaotic that no one 
knows what it means, if it means anything, 
which it doesn’t. Then he calls it a nocturne 
in navy-blue, and puts it in a fifty-dollar frame 
and exhibits it. 

After it has been exposed to the public gaze 
about two weeks the Art world is crazy about 
it, and a new artist is announced. The painter 


‘| takes advantage of the excitement, and sells his 


work for fifty thousand dollars. Then he sues 
a critic who proclaims it unmeaning rubbish, 
and gets so much free advertising that he is 
made. If people were only as ignorant of soft- 
soap as they are of painting, then the grocery 
business would hold forth the highest honors, 
and a grocer’s clerk would be lionized in so- 
ciety, and gazed upon on the street as though 
he were a major-general, a prime-minister or 
an advertising-agent. 








CHILDREN’S LITERATURE—PRESENT. 
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THIS IS «BILLY THE BITER; OR, THE BOY BUTCHER.”—[See the Current Number of the Boys’ Own Hair-Rajiser.} 
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I. — BREAKFAST. 


He was a poor and ragged tramp, 

His hat was bad, his shoes were damp. 
The reason they were damp, he knew, 
Was that they let the water through. 
He rose from sleep at four o’clock, 

At hospitable doors to knock; 

And in the bright and dewy dawn 
Devoured a bowl of cold suppawn. 


LEAF FROM A TR 





“PEOPLE LIVING in the country are now receiv- 
ing friendly letters from their city relatives, 
and in six weeks they will swoop down on those 
poor ruralists, and drink all their milk, and lie 
around all day to be waited on, and take the 
horses out of the plows to ride them around, 
and—but this is an old joke; it was born dur- 
ing the Revolution, and ‘we simply print it to 


keep country people on their guard against the | 


friendship which is dead from the first of Oc- 
tober to the first of May. 





No MATTER how phlegmatic a dog may be, 
he never fails to wax nervous and shiver when 
you take him out in a row-boat. And even as 
the boat awakens fear in his breast, so does a 
wharf arouse his gravest suspicions; for when 
you are on it with him he refuses to come near 
you, no matter how much you coax him. A 
kind word only causes him to move further 
away and gather himself in a sort of ball, while 
his tail stays down as though tied, and his eyes 
look cold and desolate. 








AN AMPLIFIED AD. 





WANTED—A MAN THOROUGHLY EXPERIENCED IN 
REAL ESTATE. 
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II.— DINNER. 
And then he walked about a mile, 
And sat him down to rest a while. 
He rested till the dinner-horn 
Summoned the farm-hands from the corn; 
And stilled his hunger’s gnawing pain 
Until they all went back again. 
And then, with woful, meek appeal, 
Struck the lone woman for a meal. 







AMP'S DIARY. 








III.— Supper. 


And when the balmy evening threw 
Her shadows o’er the heaven’s blue, 

He took the road, and followed up 
Until he found a place to sup. 

He mentioned, with expansive cheek, 
He had n’t eaten in a week. 

The house-wife smothered down a doubt, 
And passed a cup of coffee out. 








IV.—Lopc1nc. 


And when the stars began to peep, 
He calmly laid him down to sleep. 
He slumbered in a stable-loft— 
The tramp was tough—the hay was soft. 
And when the farmer came next day, 
That tramp had somehow gone away. 
And various eggs had wandered thence— 
But that was a coincidence. 

VV. 3. DF. #. 








HE TOLD her in a poem that her feet were 
two tiny stars that twinkled over the enameled 
floor and woke subtle echoes in his soul. On 
the following night, when she stepped on his 
toes like a stage-horse, during a waltz, he 
thought her feet were not quite so small, but 
that they were sufficiently Titanic to keep her 
on the ground during a tornado. 

“Were you born in Chicago ?” he inquired, 
with a smile, as he picked up his foot and 
stroked it like a cat. 

“‘No,”’ she replied: “ but I trust you'll excuse | 
me for stepping on your foot; it was purely 
supervenient.”’ 

Then he knew she was from Boston. * 


A YOUNG MAN out West died recently of 
heart-disease—he had the heart up his sleeve. 
It was an ace, and when he was about to take 
in the gold he took in the lead. 








A POET, in one of the magazines, prints some 
verses in which he says that after the nightingale 
finds a mate it is so happy as to be unable to 
sing. ‘Then he says that he had ice-creamed 
and matinéed a young lady until he found it 
necessary to succumb to the all-ruling passion, 
So he gave her the divine interrogation-point 
one starry night, and she waxed very affirmative. 
Now he says that, like the nightingale, he can’t 
sing. We wish some lovely girls would become 
enamored of several dozen poets we know, while 
there are at least three or four that ought to have 
a Circassian harem out in Utah 





A HACK-MAN RECENTLY went into the surf at 
Long Branch and encountered a huge shark, 
Their eyes met for an instant, when the shark 
blushed and swam out. 





THERE Is likely to be a revival in base-ball 
throughout the country this season. The un- 
usual flood of new surgeons who have recently 
received their diplomas is thus accounted for. 








MOST CONVENIENT. 
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MR. MIGRATOR SniPE:—‘* Anna Maria, we'll just 
settle down here, I guess, till the Florida season opens.” 
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If there is one thing we like to contemplate, 
it is the growth of trade and commerce. We 
like it. It bears contemplation. We like to 
see the stars and stripes peacefully waving in 
every one of the myriad harbors of the world; 
and when we go running about those myriad 
harbors, we always make it a point to look at 
the stars and stripes. We love to see the mouths 
of foreign multitudes fed out of the abundant 
products of America. We are delighted to 
behold the mercantile navies of distant lands 
come here in ballast and go away heavy-laden. 

All these things are evidences of the material 
prosperity of our beloved country. Our Macys, 
our Astors, our Nicoll-the-Tailors—all our great 
tradesfolk—are pleasant to contemplate as a 
proof that the nation is growing rich by honest 
trade, and that we are keeping money in circu- 
lation by legitimate and healthy means. 

But there is a limit to even this. It is a good 
thing that commerce spreads; but we want 
commerce to do its spreading with discretion. 
There is plenty of room to spread in, without 
encroaching on space wanted for other pur- 
poses. The mercantile eagle should have some 
discretion in his spreading. 

Nor can we deny that the respect—nay, 
reverence—which we feel for the wholesale 
dry-goods, or the timber, or the dyestuff, or 
the general commission business, does not ex- 
tend to that line of trade which is confined to 
shirt-studs, button-hooks and the minor divi- 
sions of ready-made calico garments. 
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Not that there is anything against these 
trades, as trades. But it would not bring a 
blush to our patriotic American cheek to see 
the standard of freedom waving, in some far 
distant port, over a canal-boat bearing only 
merchandise of this peculiar class. ‘There are 
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WANTED—Grris WHo ARE GoopD SHAPERS. 
Apply at Mill Ennery & Co.’s. 
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businesses and businesses, and these are not of 
a good style to take national pride in. 

So it is not with a sensation of unalloyed 
pleasure that we gaze on the jungle of mercan- 
tile enterprise in Grand Street, N. Y. 

“ Jungle ”’ is a mild word for it. It is a com- 
bination of all geographical horrors, There is 
a wilderness of dry-goods, raised on frames or 
depending, like the long arms of the banyan 
tree, from dark, mysterious heights above; there 
is a desert of trays of buttons, thimbles, and 
gimcracks in general; there is a mountain range 
of packing-boxes, and a living river of vocifer- 
ous Jew traders and worried wayfarers. Here 
and there, perhaps, there is an oasis. In front 
of Lord & Taylor’s there is peace; and where 
Ridley’s generous portals open upon the side- 
walk there is a delightful space, with no ob- 
struction save the aggregation of buyers, who 
don’t annoy anyone except themselves. 

But—O st sic omnes! Turn your face either 
way, and the retailing Hebrew is multitudinously 
objectionable, as far as the eye can reach. Not 
that ¢ha/ is very far. The festooned cloths and 
clothing give only shallow vistas, closed in with 
ready-made skirts and shirts and jackets and 
petticoats, and all manner of salable and un- 
salable nuisances. 

Truly, with the most friendly feelings toward 
the trade of the metropolis, we can’t help think- 
ing it runs too much to obstructive peddlery on 
the street called Grand by our modest-minded 
forefathers. 
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WHEN THE BAND PLAYS. 
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HAT GOES ROUND. 
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‘‘ SHAD, SHAD, shad!’ 
Is cried in accents hollow, 

And we would that our tongues could utter 
Our thoughts when the bone we swallow. 





TIME, TIDE AND SPRINKLING-Carts Wait for 
No Man. 





Now THE swell esthetic bummer 
Loafs around in sorrow mute, 
Wondering where he ’1l get a summer- 
Suit. 





THE PEACH-CROP will be all right this year, 
but there are rumors that the ice-crop has been 
nipped by frost. 


*Tis Now the time 
That poets rhyme 
About the fan for half-a-dime, 
And now they seek 
The cottage meek 
Where board is dollars six per week. 








AT THE RINK. 
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HE DID NOT KNOW WHY, BECAUSE HIS FEET WERE A 
TRIFLE LARGE, HE SHOULD BE DEBARRED FROM 
THE PLEASURES OF ROLLER-SKATING. 





| ANSWERS ror tue’ ANXIOUS. 





HASELTINE.— Visit her on the Fourth of July. 

J. H. C.—What will we ask for a sketch? 

MERCHANTS’ AND MANUFACTURERS’ NATIONAL BANK, 

Detroit, Mich., April 7th, 1883. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

What will you charge to have your artist get me up a 
rough sketch for a two-story brick dwelling and bathing- 
house, separate trom each other? Bath-house to be for 
ladies and gentlemen for swimming-school, I inclose a 
diagram of the street, lot and river. The idea of asking 
this of you struck me while looking at the Sea-side Hotel 
in your paper. Your kindness and attention to this will 


be appreciated. 
Very respectfully, 


J. HENRY CLEVELAND. 
































Nothing. Here’s your sketch; and if you 
don’t see the beauties of it at a glance, you’re 
not the man we take you for. Still, since the 
style of architecture may strike you as rather 
novel, we will illuminate the situation a bit, for 
your sake: We have put the cellar on top of 
the house. ‘This will prevent dampness, or any 
close smell. The nursery is in the tower, where 
your children can practise jumping without 
joining an athletic club. The bowling-alley is 
right under the window of the bed-room, for 
the benefit of sleepers accustomed to the N. Y. 
L roads. The arrangement of the bath-room 
is something quite novel and original with us, 
and we have taken out a patent on it. We have 
made no provision, however, for dining-room 
or kitchen, We never eat. 


SOON WE °LL hear the urchin hoot 
At the ped. it ’s high time that 
He should straightway go and shoot 

The hat. 





A SouirairE Ser—A Hen Hatching One 
Egg. 





WHEN BREEZES redolent of blossom 

Wake joy in muskrat and opossum, 

And dies the snow-storm and the blizzard, 
The small boy has his ringlets scissored, 





Now DOTH the small boy swoop down upon 
his parent to secure shekels to pay his base-ball 
dues, 





Now THE airy lady-killer 
Getteth off his wild invec- 
Tive, when doth the caterpillar 

Tumble down his neck 
From a limb 
In the woodland cool and dim. 


A TravE-WinD—Any Kind of Puff, 








A NEAT IDEA. 












HOW TO UTILIZE A FEW OF THE HUMBUG ‘* CHAMPION 





PEDESTRIANS ’’—MAKE DOG-CATCHERS OF THEM, 
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Jones packs up, preparatory to going West in search 
of a fortune: 





RHYMES OF THE DAY. 





ON THE BRIDGE. 
My Christine is quite fond of clam-chowder, 
And profuse in the use of pearl-powder. 
I dusted her nose 
With a Jacqueminot rose, 
And one kiss on the bridge I allowed her. 





RHYMES FOR AN EPIGRAM ON SARATOGA, 


* * bg * * * * daughters, 
* * * ###* prink, 

* * # + * * * waters, 

* * * 


eee drink, C.C.&. 


Soon WILL the man at Coney scoop 
Old harness in his clamless soup. 





From out among the pansies blue 
The matron now the hen doth shoo, 








UNWHOLESOME LIQUOR. 





To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I think that, considering the prodigious sum 
of money spent by the citizens of New York 
for their municipal government, more‘ atten- 
tion ought to be paid to the liquid refresh- 
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ment provided in the public parks, It is in- 
variably of the weakest and non-spirituous 
description, and is, I consider, a disgrace to 
the Department. 

A GENTLEMAN OF LEISURE. 
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Suddenly his treacherous friend lets go, and he feels 

himself dropping, dropping through space black with 

mosquitos— 
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When he is opportunely rescued by Mrs. Jones, who 
exclaims: ‘¢ What in gracious are you rolling out of bed 
for, Stoopid?” 


THE MOSQUITO’S VENGEANCE. 


sSssssss 
“ OWING TO THE 
MOSOUITOES 
LAND 1S SELLING 


JERSEY 
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Thinks his new acquaintance takes him and shows 
him a grand chance for a colossal fortune, 








ANSWERS ror tHE ANXIOUS. 


HASELTINE.—Write to her often. 


TirEmMus.—“ What must I do to gain admis- 
sion to an editorial office in New York?’ Oh, 
next to nothing. Just send on your weight, a 
day or two before, and the Editor will screw up 
the Bogardus bouncer and adjust it to your 
avoirdupois, and then you may walk right in, 
without any further preliminary formalities, and 
wait your turn, 


J. VANDEWATER BENson.—If you want any 
jokes explained to you, come right down to the 
office and ask for the man at the head of the 
Joke-Explaining Department. When he gets 
through with you it is possible that you may 
not understand the merry jest any better than 
you did; but it won’t be his fault, and the 
canned-meat market will be easier by one small 
invoice of desiccated pork. 











OUTRAGES ON ITALIANS. 





To the Editori’' Puck: 
Me playa handa-organ; my brothe-ra picka 
ragga; my wife-a sella banan; my girl-a she 
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playa dat harp; my son blacka de boots; me 
no can maka any more mon. When me playa 
somebody throwa bricka and old shoes. Me 
wanta satisfaczione. 

PIETRO, 
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LOVED AND LOST. 


I courted, XXX years ago, 
A DR & ——ing maidN, 
As fresh as R the buttercups 
With morning’s dew-drops ladN. 
We pledged Rselves 2 love, @. ¢., 
We uttRD solM vows, & 
Full well I NU she ’d keep the pledge; 
She was 1 from M. 
We used to sit out ’neath the €, 
And 0 from that could wean us; 
We ’d idly watch the ev’ning 3X, 
Great 9} or QO. 
We scrupled not 2 use his gate, 
I and the farmer’s daughtR, 
& with her lips so NR 2 mine, 
Oh, how my mouth did H,0! 
1 day there came a city <> 
2 B her fond ¢ boardR; 
That city pup @ once Bgan 
2 give my DR soft sawdR. 
In centsd, I got up on my ear— 
I ’m not 1 2 dissemble; 
But, though tears did my eyes BDU, 
That maidN did not tremble. 
4 me 2 leave her father’s stoop 
& gate my DR gave ordR; 
& so, 2 show my 40tude, 
I left her 2 her boardR. 
I was a fy, 4 thusI lost * 
My DR, though I had caught her; 
4, like myself, that city <> 
Soon shook that farmer’s daughtR. 
ARTHUR Lot. 











IT Is now the sparrows flutter 
In the gutter, 

And the house-maid very utter 
Scrubs the shutter. 








THE FELL DESTROYER. 
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GUS:—** HELLO! BICYCLE ?” 
JACK:—* No; BANANA-SKIN.” 








THE ECONOMICAL man sews all his old porous-plasters together and 
makes fly-screens for the windows. 





THERE 1s nothing in this world more aggravating than to lose one 
sleeve-button. If a man could lose both, it would not be painful. But 
it is losing one that breaks his heart; for, if the design be unmatchable, 
he knows he will never be able to use it unless he loses an arm, 
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INSECT POWDER. 





NEVER deceive your mother-in- 
law. 





A CELEBRATED Kase — Lim- 
burger. 





NEVER despise a bad coat— 
curse the tailor. * 





One light neck-tie does not 
make a summer-suit, 





YourTH is a curable disease, but 
freshness is practically immortal. 





THE Phylloxera is the only con- 
sistent apostle of total abstinence. 





It is nobler to owe the Govern- 
ment four millions of dollars than 
a washer-woman fifty cents. 





STRIKE while the iron is hot, 
and you run the risk of having 
the sparks put your eyes out. 





THE diamond is the stone for 
an engagement; but give us the 
old cobble-stone in a free fight. 





Ir you don’t give a cow water 
she gives no milk; but the more 
water a milk-man has the less milk 
he gives. 





NEVER judge the merits of an 
actress by the diamonds that are 
stolen from her on the street by 
dastard villains, 








THE STREETS OF NEW YORK. 
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PERAMBULATING ADVERTISEMENT NUISANCE. 
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THE MInuTE MEN OF 


TIME FLIES. 
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MinuTE MEN OF 1883. 














A BYRONIC FRAGMENT 





Darkly, sternly, and all alone 


McGrotty stood where the gaslights shone, 

(As « Millet’s Old Bar” the place was known.) 
Bottles and flasks from the shelves above 
Gleamed, bright as the stolen glances of love. 
Framed on the walls, a gorgeous show, 

The tradesmen’s seductive hand-bills glow: 


«¢Bourbon,”’ ‘*Glenlivet,” «Old Rye” and ‘Old Crow,” 


In tinsel and gaudy color enow. 


They smiled on the guest of this fair domain, 

As though they would coax him to smile again; 
But sterner legends among them are read: 

** Our slate is broken!”” ‘¢ Poor Trust is dead!” 


McGrotty winked with his aged eye, 


Handed the boy his dime with a sigh, 
And clutched a decanter that stood thereby. 
He poured himself out a four-inch nip, 


Tossed it off at a single sip, 
And still he stood, while like a flame 
Inward and onward the liquor came. 


—[‘*Stege of Corinth,” Stanza XXX.] 











He ascends, and elevates the pole, with 
a lofty indifference to the safety of the about it, he plants it to stay. 


window-panes. 


Poet AsTorR. 








He plants the pole, and, while he is 


THE TELEGRAPH-POLE FIEND 


AND HIS DOINGS. 
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He begins his work of devastation by ringing the 
bell and demanding the privilege of ascending to 
the roof. 
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PUCKERINGS. 





You may always tell what people are by 
looking at the pictures they hang on their 
walls and tasting their coffee. 





‘‘ THE MULE has the honor of being the most 
stubborn of all things.” What has the poor, 
innocent Broadway stage-door done that it 
should be thus cruelly slighted ? 





SCIENTIFIC MEN in Japan are said to be dis- 
cussing the possibility of utilizing the internal 
heat of the earth. If some of these learned 
Japs would find a way of utilizing and carting 
off some of this summer’s external heat, we 
should be glad to use our influence to get them 
the contract. 





“Ir Two from one you take, how many will 
remain, Alice ?”” asked a young man of his girl. 
“Why, you can’t take two from one, Charley.” 
“Oh, yes, I can, Alice,” and he kissed her 
twice. “ Now,’ said he: “I’ve taken two from 
one, and hundreds remain.” “And they will 
remain there,” replied Alice. 








He makes the inhabitants appreciate 
the blessings of an advanced state of civ- borhood after the Telegraph Fiend has 
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This is the appearance of the neigh- 


completed his operations. 
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HOW HE RISES. 


A man who is em- 
ployed to sell tickets 
or to take money in 
the box-office of a 
theatre, or at a ferry, 
or at a railway-sta- 
tion, elevated or 
otherwise, or at any 
place where people 
are likely to be ina 
hurry, is not the un- 
fortunate being that 
the sympathizing out- 
side public might be 
led to expect. 

It is true he does 
not get a very high 
salary. The only 
qualifications re- 
quired are average in- 
telligence and hon- 
esty. And yet money- 





“TWAS EVER THUS.” 
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JusT AS HE HAD REMARKED: ‘ AIN’T THIS BULLY?”—THE STAGE ARRIVED AT OLD HEAVYSTEPPER’S STREET. 





takers, in spite of their small pay, usually retain 
not only their positions, but, in many instances, 
refuse offers of situations in which they could 
get higher salaries. 

Why is this? Why should a money-taker 
refuse to increase his income? Why should 
he not have ambition enough to soar above 
such an occupation, which, although reputable 
enough in itself, does not leave much room for 
the display of the intellectual faculties ? 

We long pondered over this problem without 
in any way arriving at a solution; but at last 
we got an idea into our heads that we had ob- 
tained a clue to the mystery; and we think we 
have, although we will not take out patent-right 
for discovery. 

Have you ever, gentle reader, in buying a 
ticket for the Elevated Railroad, handed the 
ticket-agent a two-dollar bill? Of course you 
have. Have you, then, noticed the system by 
which he clears perhaps a dollaron you? We 
suppose not, but you probably imagine some- 
thing about it as you fly on your way. Of course 
you are in a great hurry, and you don’t think 
so much about your change as you do about 
catching the train; so the fiend passes out 
ninety cents, and then pauses and turns around 
to rub an imaginary misquito-bite; and then 
you grab your ticket and light out like an os- 
trich with a ton of broken medicine-bottles in 
view, and that fiend scoops in your change and 
lays it in his pocket, to help pay for his daugh- 
ter’s music and Italian, and smiles the smile of 








a self-satisfied, jocund 
fiend, with a great 
deal of musicful jo- 
cundity. 

This is why most 
money-takers grow up 
with the institutions 
with which they are 
connected, and after- 
ward become bank- | 
presidents. 





ONE-HALF OF a/| 
sheet of paper may | 
record the glowing | 
thoughts of the poet, | 
and the other half 
may fall into the, 
hands of his washer- 
woman, and be used 
by her to make out 
his bill on. This is 
what is called the | 
irony of Fate. 
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ECHOS OF THE 
Doc-Show—Bow 
Wow—kKi Yi! 











OLD HEADS AND YOUNG HEARTS. 








MAMA (adove) :—** As long as I hear the piano going 
in the parlor, I know that there is not too much love- 
making going on between Minnie and Mr. Ten Eyck.” 
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BUT WE ARE ALL APT TO MAKE MISTAKES. 
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HIS NEW GIRL. 


He offered her a 
handsome opal ring. 

“Excuse me,’’ she 
said, while a _ blush 
crept over her velvety 
cheek: “opals are 
unlucky.” 

Then he fished a 
package of caramels 
out of his pocket, and 
attempted to present 
it to her, 

“TI never touch 
them,” she mur- 
mured, languidly: ‘‘as 
they destroy the teeth 
and draw the fillings 
out. My mother got 
some between her 
teeth the other day, 
and her jaws were 
.-! held together so tight 
for two hours that she couldn’t talk.” 

“You must have had quiet in the house!” 

“ Sir ?”” 

“Tsay you must have had a riot in the house. 
I mean, that your mother must have been so 
provoked that she couldn’t preserve her usual 
state of beautiful serenity, but was obliged to 
give way to her feelings, in spite of her heroic 
efforts to appear calm. Would you like to go 
to the minstrels to-night ?” 

‘No, I thank you,” she whispered, feelingly: 
“T am always saddened by such woful dramas 
as ‘Camille,’ ‘Hamlet’ and ‘Miss Multon;’ 
and the last time I was at the minstrels, I saw 
how those plays could be made more heart- 
rending with the jokes of the minstrels worked 
into them,” 

He then invited her to take a walk, and par- 
take of ice-cream and various other luxuries 
calculated to thrill the feminine mind with ec- 
stasy. But she refused each and all of them. 
And the young man danced around with his 
pocket-book in his hand, and thought what ex- 
pense men would be saved if all girls were like 
this one. And he sang: 

«‘T ’ve found me the wife of the future, 
I ’ve found the Impossible Girl.” 

Then he woke up and ascertained that he had 
been dreaming. ‘The Impossible Girl has yet 
to be discovered. R. K. MUNKITTRICK,. 














No SMALL BOY can resist the temptation of 





a picket-fence as he 
is passing, because 
hideous noises please 
him, If he hasn’t a 
stick for the perform- 
ance, he_ substitutes 
his hand and imagines 
the noise. It is a 
great wonder he is 
not fond of so-called 
classic music. 


l 





THOUGHT Is swift. 
Thought cannot be 
controled. This last 
is the thing that hin- 
ders our engaging 
Thought as an office- 
(a 


JOHN SMITH is stop- 
ping at Cape May. 
Smithville (L. I.) pa- 
pers please copy. 





Never Too LATE 
To MeENp —A Dollar 
Note. 
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ARMY INTELLIGENCE. 





Major Amos Swillgoozle, 
13th Cavalry, has six months’ 
leave of absence, with per- 
mission to cross the ocean. 
As this officer is half-seas- 
over most of his time, the 
Department considers he 
may go the rest of the way 
without manifest detriment 
to the service. 

First - Lieutenant Ponton, 
Corps of Engineers, is or- 
dered to proceed from Fort 
Vancouver to Barrancas Bar- 
racks, Florida, to inspect and 
report on the condition of 
the Cook’s quarters. 

Captain Horatio Gunlim- 
ber, 7th Artillery, First-Lieu- 
tenant Shrapnel, Ordnance 
Corps, and First-Lieutenant 
Ricochet, 6th Artillery, are 
ordered to Fortress Monroe, 
Va., to superintend the re- 
moval of a gun-vent. Hav- 
ing done which, they will 
return to their present sta- 
tions, 








THE MILITIA-MAN’S SUMMER 





Captain Severus Sour- 
mash, Battery P, 14th Artillery, having been 
found guilty of “ conduct unbecoming an offi- 
cer and a gentleman,” in attempting to ride 
an unwilling mule into the Chaplain’s quarters 
during prayer-meeting, has his sentence remit- 
ted, and is cautioned not to do so any more. 

Lieutenant Scalper, 11th Cavalry, has re- 
ported at camp. He and his command, con- 
sisting of fifteen non-commissioned officers, 
musicians and privates, were surrounded by 
Hole-in-his-Shirt and a medicine-man. He 
finally succeeded in escaping, although unable 
to bring off the horses. A large force has been 
sent in pursuit of these insolent hostiles. 

Chaplains Psalter, Surplice, Ranter and Un- 
derwater are ordered to report to the eminent 
Christian soldier in command at West Point, 
N. Y., to aid him in organizing a camp-meet- 
ing of the cadets during the usual summer exer- 
cises at that post. The Post-Quartermaster 
will order a full supply of hymn-books for the 
occasion. 

A Board to consist of Captain Estheticus, 
First-Lieutenant Horizon and Second-Lieuten- 
ant Stipple, of the Topographical Corps, is 
ordered to meet at the Soldiers’ Home, near 
Washington, D. C., to sit on the bust of Sur- 
geon-General Barnes and other works of art, 
including the artistic railing inclosing the 
grounds. They will sit there till the approach 
of frost. 








AN AMPLIFIED AD. 





WANTED—EXPERIENCED HANpDs ON Boys’ PAnts. 
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HOME AGAIN--TAKING ORDERS 





A QUESTION OF PERSONAL IDENTITY. 


If you were I, and I were you, 

And you and I some time together 
Should meet with some one else who knew 
Both you and me, I ask you whether 

He you for me would take or me 
For you, or for some other man, sir ? 
Would he eye you, or you, «. ¢., 
Would I, eye? Aye, I want an answer. 
G. L. C. 


THE BEGGAR-MAID. 


“T like it not, my lord,” she said: 
“That you should say with brow serene: 
‘This beggar-maid shall be my queen.’ 
I am a woman, and 4s one, 








.| Like other maids, I would be wooed and won.” 


The king bowed down his crested head; 
“My fair one, have your way,” he said: 
“Wilt be our bride?” The Court grew still, 
While with orbs ?neath fringed lashes gazing 
up, she said: 
“My lord, you King Cophetua life I will.” 
Epwarp WInsLow. 


ENCAMPMENT. 





SNe 


INSECT POWDER. 





If a man is nothing at the 
start, and by hard work and 
perseverence amounts to 
something, every man stands 
up and tries to belittle him 
by telling him what he was 
at the start. On the con- 
trary, if he continues to 
amount to nothing, and dies 
under the auspices of a rope, 
the public stands up and 
says what he ought to have 
been, and what he might 
aos have been had he only been 
stimulated by ambition. 





When the muezzin calls 
the faithful to prayer he 
doesn’t blow a cornet. If 
he did, the faithful would re- 
gard prayer as inefficacious, 
and the muezzin would have 
to work on a railroad fora 
dollar a day. 





It is quite possible to have 
a genuine feeling of love for 
a wealthy girl, because some 
rich damsels are worth lov- 











ing. Many men have been sold on poor girls, 





Many a beauteous rosebud never bursts into 
blossom, and many a small boy climbs the 
golden stair under the auspices of the toy-pistol. 





The reason boarding-houses are such terrible 
institutions is because it was originally intended 
that every man should have a home of his own. 





Many a handsome swallow-tail hasn’t a satin 
lining, and some ready-made trousers that are 
noted for their beauty have no lining at all. 





Saadi, the poet, carried a Mackinnon pen in 
the folds of his turban; but, until he knew how 
to spell, it availed him little. 





The reindeer is swifter than the mule, but the 
mule can stand still and make himself more 
keenly felt. 





In the spring the farmer tills his fields; in the 
summer the potato-bugs eat the ripening crops. 





The laurel is for the brows of conquerors; 
but it is no good in an omelette. 





The roar of a cannon is music, but the rasp 
of a hand-organ is not. 








AN AMPLIFIED AD. 
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WANTED—A Giri On SHIRT-BosoMs. 
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A SUMMER-~BOARDER'S FATAL SURPRISE. 
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He Starts for the Country, in Full Expectation of th First Surprise—It Actually /s ‘About Five Minutes’ 
Annual Miseries and Disappointments. 


: Walk from the Station,” as Advertised. 
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Third Surprise—*‘ Large, Airy Room,” Just as Repre- Fourth and Last Surprise—Genuine ‘Fresh Butter, 
sented. Tableau—‘‘ Am I Dreaming ?” 


Eggs, etc.”! 





Second Surprise—There Really Are ‘+ Bathing, Boat- 
ing and Fishing.” , 





It Was Too Much. Reason Forsook Him. Insane. 








SUMMER-RESORT NOTES. 


ized by the élite of Hoboken. 





the equinox. 


day. 


the Kars. 


tion of ‘turpitude. 








wrestler with bkleodhounds. 





SiTKA will be largely patron- 


IMMENSE crowds will probably 
flee to Lake Hopatcong to avoid 


A LARGE consignment of extra 
black, ivory-polish hotel-waiters 
were shipped to Saratoga yester- ‘ 


Nicsic has been revictualed, 
and now offers plain country fare, 
with all the delicacies of the sea- 
son; within ten minutes’ walk of 


BRIDGEPORT has painted its 
principal hotel pea-green; and 
offers a chromo to the largest 
summer-boarder, without regard 
to race, color or previous condi- 


PRINCIPAL among the attrac- 
tions at Long Branch this year 
will be a fine promenade band. 
Two Italian organ-grinders have 
already been lassoed, and the ge- 
nial impresario, Dr. Damrosch, is 
hunting a fiddler-boy and a harp- 





IN A COSMOPOLITAN CITY 
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A LIBERAL EDUCATION MAY BE TURNED TO ACCOUNT. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 





Now we hear the ancient vender 
His Bermuda onions toot, 

While the Billy (hardly tender) 
Banquets on the rubber-boot. 





I REMEMBER the brindled Tom-cat— 
The cat of my early days— 

When she was hungry her airy ribs 
Stuck out like a set of stays, 





BESIDE the garden wall ; 

The slim and dainty pinks stand; 
Upon the shining bar 

The gay and rosy drinks stand; 
But a flower dearer than both 

Is stuck in the office ink-stand. 





THE roses in the mead 

Now blow in dainty clusters; 
The poets fondly heed 
The roses in the mead. 
Ah! very soon, indeed, 

We’ ll wear our linen dusters— 
The roses in the mead 

Now blow in dainty clusters. 





From Greenland’s icy mountains 
To India’s coral strand, 

And Gotham’s soda-fountains 
And Coney’s pleasant sand— 

From Afric’s sluggish rivers, 
Where niggers bob for eels, 

The news-man swift delivers 
Puck ON WHEELS! —Ado, 
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THE INVENTOR. 


An idea struck his mind, 
He was elate: 












(A new thing of its kind,) ag 
Bound to be great. (2 Uontgy ~~ 
To work he did prepare, 05 Dog M4 


And straightway bought 
Instruments choice and rare, 
Just as he ought. 


Copper and tin and tools, 
Paper and wire, 


Hot water, glue and spools, y I ( 0 Of 


And purple fire. etl f f t ( in| — | 
Chemicals in a cup, ml a h f " An 


And secret springs; 


wi lonongg 
P)00Gon 


And then he builded up 
A thing with rings, 











With rivets, screws and nails, : fl 

Toiling all night: er, ieee 
With genius nothing fails— : i( 

His plan was right! q | az 
The motive-power was there, il 4}: 


’Twas done at last; 
He leaned back in his chair 
And chuckled fast. 


One proof was needed more, d ' 

He had great trust; \ —S a j Wnt 

The thing moved on the floor— r : = 2 a , TT 

And then it—dust f G / ATT! 
DOREMI. 3 











THE MINT is softly blowing 
Beside the winding brook; 
The trees their blooms are show- 
ing 

In every garden nook; 
And, while the lily-chalice 
Sets humming-birds a-dream 
With whispers, George and 
Alice 
Eat strawberries and cream. 


‘Here RESTS my wife, Maria 
Bell, 
The sweetest of her sex. 
I never loved a dear gazelle 
But it handed in its checks. 
HvuGH Howarp. 





THE STREETS OF NEW YORK. 














Ly 


eZ 





Our ARrTistT HAvING GONE UP To Get A FEW SKETCHES OF THE PICTURESQUE PORTION OF SHANTYTOWN, THE INHABITANTS 
TAKE HIM For A SorT OF CAMERA, AND PosE ACCORDINGLY. 








OUR MILITIA. 
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*¢ SIIOULDER ARMS!” 
‘« S’HELP ME KRACIOUS, GAPTAIN, I GAN’T SHOULTER TILL I VAS GET MY KLASSES VIPED OFF!” 





AN ECONOMIST. 


A man stepped into an optician’s 
store the other day, and asked to see 
some single-barrel glasses. 

“ Why don’t you try a pair of glass- 
es??? asked the optician: “ We have 
some neat skeleton-glasses that im- 
prove the appearance. Here’s a nice 
pair—Brazilian pebble—imported—” 

“IT am an economist,” said the pro- 
spective purchaser: “and care noth- 
ing about improving my personal ap- 
pearance. That is why I won’t pay 
twice as much for a pair of glasses as 
| for a single-barrel glass. You see, the 
| latter is all I require—I am blind in 
one eye.” 








NO LEMON. 


A MAN RECENTLY fell down on War- 
| ren Street. He was a large individ- 
| ual, and took up lots of the sidewalk, 
and a bystander thought it the proper 
time to be funny. 
| How did you come to fall ?’’ he 
| inquired: “on a bit of lemon?” 

“Yes, sir; on a bit of lemon,” re- 
plied the corpulent one. 

“But I see no lemon,” replied the 
funny man. 

“Well, who said you could?” sav- 
agely roared the large individual, as 
he got up and dusted himself off with 
his handkerchief: “Can any one see 
the lemon in half-a-dozen cocktails, 
| Say ?”” 
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“WHAT IS THAT?” 


«¢ What is that, mother, that comes from the urn, 
Fragrant and strong, as we get it in turn?” 

«‘An infusion of leaves from far Cathay, 

Leaves of the alder and leaves of the bay, 

With a twang, and full-flavored, just as it should be, 
And I think that there may be some leaves of the tea.” 
«¢ What is that, mother, so coldly blue, 

Like a wintry sky of azure hue?” 

«¢ That is milk of the city, that mixture, my dear, 

The milk of the chalk-pit and pump that is near, 

That would not be owned by a sensible cow, 

For she never could make it—she would n’t know how.” 


«‘ What is that, mother, yellow as gold?” 
«¢ Butter, my boy; not the butter of old. 
In the hey-day of youth, we said ‘tit for tat,’ 
’Twas a prophecy when we said ‘ butter’ for ¢ fat;’ 
This is butter, to those whom the scoffer calls green; 
To the elect, it is oilymargarine.” 
«¢ What is that, mother?” «Tis the pepper of trade, 
But the Lord only knows of what it is made; 
Of roasted meal, of dust and peas, 
With a dash of cayenne, to make one sneeze; 
It is hot and strong, but it ’s rather queer, 
Of the ground pepper-corn, there is none of it here.” 
‘«¢ What is that, mother?” « That is mustard, my lad; 
There is some of it good, but more of it bad; 
The good is made mostly from flour of wheat, 
With a little real mustard to give it the heat; 
But the bad is so bad that here I must stick, 
But I know that it ’s yellow with turmeric.” 
E. LAwsON FENERTY. 











THE sweet May breezes bring dreams of peace 
To the sorrow-laden breast: 

The troubles and cares of the spirit cease, 
And the weary heart is at rest. 

And the happiest man beneath the sun, 
On Earth’s broad green bosom fair, 

Is that philanthropic son-of-a-gun, 
The jovial baggage-smashare. 

For he thinks of the summer months that beguiie 
The New Yorker to rustic hash; 

And the myriads of trunks in professional style 
He will jerk to eternal smash. 
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1S IT ANY REASON, BECAUSE A GENTLEMAN HAPPENS 
TO BE ALITTLE STOUT, THAT HE SHOULD NOT EN- 
JOY THE PLEASURES OF BICYCLING ? 








FULL soon on the sea-side piazza 
The maiden will flirt with her fan, 
While gambols serene down the roadway 
The meek black-and-tan 
In front of a can. 





PUCKERINGS. © 


Deap GoLtp—The National Debt. 





CusToMER:—“ Give me some fish!”’ 

WalITER:—“ What will you take, sir—blue- 
fish ?” 

CusToMER:—“ It makes no difference; I’m 
color-blind.” 





No MATTER how great a swell a man may 
be, no matter how fond he is of displaying, 
or rather exhibiting himself in public places, 
he will never crowd into the Fifth Avenue 
front of his club, and lean back in an easy- 
chair and whack his feet up against the win- 
dow-panes when the soles of his shoes are 
worn through to his socks. This is where 
discretion proves itself the better part of 
vanity. 





Yes, coy Cordelia, we have no doubt you 
are a poetess of great merit, and your assur- 
ances that you are only eighteen, and have 
written several sonnets for the Keokuk Ga- 
selle, are sufficient evidences of your skill; 
but, at the same time, we don’t see how we 
can make room for you on the Puckx staff, 
as we have more poets than we can comfort- 
ably manage. Every one connected with 
this paper writes verse naturally, from the 
cashier down to the devil, and we must ad- 
mit that the cashier possesses the sweetest 
key and gets off the loveliest notes extant. 
If you can rival the cashier, our dear little 
Cordelia, we may get you a big position, and 
we will sonnet the soft amethystine ripples 
of your hair, every rip, until you may justly 
fancy yourself eulogized from Eulogyville. 
There is nothing mean about us, Cordelia. 
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G-FEVER; AND ITS EFFEC 
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«¢ Can’t undress and then dress again.” 
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*¢ Reach for it? Well, no matter!” 
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«« Business before pleasure? Yes, that’s so.” 








TS ON ITS VICTIMS. 





** Let him come; it’s too hard work to rm.” 
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A YOUNG MAN writes 


to say that he was sick- 
ened by drinking too 
much lemonade at a 
reception. The great 
mistake the young man 
made was in trifling with 
reception-lemonade. If 
he wanted the harmless 
article, he should have 
gone toa circus; for the 
circus beverage has no 
lemon in it, and it could 
not have done him any 
harm. We never heard 
of but one man being 
injured by circus-lemon- 
ade. He ran into the 
peddler by accident, and 
about a quart of the 
chromatic stuff was upset 
uponhim. But it didn’t 


affect his stomach. He | 


caught cold. 


“ Boys wILt be boys,” 
says old Rochefoucauld ; 


but Edward Sebastian | 


always says he would like 
to be a girl, when he sees 
two of them kissing. 


—— 


OwWEGO’s NEw JAIL will | 


cost about $18,000; but 
this does not inclyde the 


cost of the silver bath- | 
tubs, the fresco of the | 
banqueting-hall, and the | 
dados of the billiard-room ' 


and green-house. 








SHANTYTOWN ANNIVERSARY. 






‘¢ SHURE, OFFICER, THERE’S NOTHING THE MATTHER. 
BRATIN’ THEIR WOODEN WEDDIN’!” 


*TIS ONLY THE CLANCYS CELE- 





Now IT is that the 
fashionable young man 
is having a regular old 
picnic. He has his hair 
cut so short that it could 
not be gotten at by an 
investigating committee; 
he goes around without 
a vest on, and wears a 
blue flannel shirt on the 
street, and eats onions 
with his beef-steak, and 
has all kinds of sticks 
incorporated in his lem- 
onade. Why does he do 
these awful things? Be- 
cause he likes them? 
That is one reason; the 
other is because his girl 
is off in the country; and 
he will keep up the cata- 
logue o: horrors until 
she comes back, and not 
a day longer. 


A MAN May beright in 


| the bosom of his family, 


sitting down to a good 
meal, knowing that he is 
rich and all right in every 
way; yet will the sight 
of a telegraph-messenger 
make him as nervous as 
a well-fed dog is made 
when he sees a boy pick 
up a stone and throw it 
in the opposite direction. 


THE NATIONAL CapPI- 
TAL—Cheek, 








The Fresh Air Crank Can’t Eat Without Plenty 


of it Circulating Around. 





















THE FRESH AIR CRANK. 
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No Matter How Iard the Wind Blows, the Windows are Never Closed at Night. 














And then Himself, by Sitting on the 


Window-Sill. 
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At Last the Fresh Air Blows Him into the Doctor’s Care, and He is Happy. 
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Always take things easy when your Employer 
sends you on an Important Errand. 


A FEW WORDS TO OFFICE-BOYS. 











Don’t be in a hurry; stop and examine all the 


new styles of Toy-Pistols for half-an-hour, 





' 
Then, if you feel like Reading, get up on some 
Barrels and put in another half-hour. 





Then, for Exercise, you can have a Fight with 
another Boy bigger than yourself. 


By this time you can return to your Employer, 


who will welcome you with Joy and make— 


—A little Angel of you, with a nice little Harp 
and a pretty White Robe, 








PUCKERINGS. 


THE YOUNG man who fondly hoped that his 
last year’s summer-suit would do for this season 
is now engaged in studying the habits of the 
Timea flavifrontella, and searching for a tailor 
who sells garments on the instalment plan. 





Tuis 1s the time when the touring corre- 
spondent of the provincial paper sends home 
his masterpiece, beginning: ‘“ Here we are in 
the quaint old city of Seville,” and ending: 
“T will tell you more about Seville in my next.” 
It is generally signed “ Myron Myrtle” or 
“ Toreador.” 





AN uP-TOwN boarding-house, in addition to 
its many comforts, has added a gymnasium for 
the accommodation of its guests. It’s a big 
success. Two or three turns on the horizontal 
bar, and five or ten minutes’ close attention to 
a pair of dumb-bells will paralyze the most ob- 
stinate steak, and crowd down and grind up 
doughnuts quicker than it takes the landlady 
to tell you that she uses only the best the mar- 
ket affords. 





A MAN was seen, the other day, in a garret, 
hard at work: He was surrounded by corduroy 
knee-breeches, St. Patrick plug-hats, clay pipes, 
clumsy brogans, blue woolen stockings, fawn- 
colored swallow-tails, green vests, ““ Moore’s Mel- 
odies,”” eighteen chromos of Killarney, in differ- 
ent attitudes, and a ten-cent edition of Oscar 
Wilde’s verses, No, gentle reader, he was not 
a second-hand dealer. He was a poet, and the 
objects around him were intended to inspire 
him while erecting Irish dramas of the “No 
Rint” order. 





A FAILURE. 
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THE PosITION WAS GRACEFUL ENOUGH— 

















BUT THERE MUST HAVE BEEN SOMETHING WRONG 
WITH THE CAMERA. 








RURAL NEWS. 








On Hemlock Street the lilacs are in bloom, 
The band to practise shortly will commence, 
The Squonk House now has not a vacant room, 
And Mr. Martin ’s painting up his fence. 
Miss Dusenbury ’s visiting, we hear, 
Her maiden aunt at Lower Belvidere, 


The winter-school at last has broken up, 

Now young men spin the sentimental yarn; 
The can will shortly decorate the pup, 

New lightning-rods appear on Moody’s barn, 
At Griggs’s Rotunda, 27 Frost, 
New calicos are being sold at cost, 


The dress-shirt ’s brightly smiling on the sward, 
Miss Jones, who broke her arm, is better now; 
Ralph Wood is offering a big reward 
To any one who ’II find his dappled cow, 
The muskrat for the downy ducklet jumps, 
They ’ve put new suckers in the village pumps, 


The Baptist Sunday-school its picnic-day 
Has promised for the 23rd of June; 
At Hubbard’s Hall, ’tis said, Professor Gray 
Will shortly lecture on the sun and moon, 
Last week some urchins with a club and hounds 
Killed seven skunks that weighed a hundred pounds. 


e 
The bluebirds fill the air with music now, 
Diphtheria ’s supreme on Marlow Street, 
The hornet sabre swells the youthful brow, 
And mint and pansy make the meadow sweet. 
The carpet now is hanging in the lane, 
And agents, unlike robins, won’t refrain, 


Miss Johnson, of New York, is now at Green’s, 
Each day her beauty adoration wins; 

The Duke of Grafton ’s fond of pork and beans, 
McGregor’s baby ’s swallowed twenty pins. 

The gaudy hat effulgent makes the she. 

Use * Scranky;’’ of all grocers—A-d-v. 


R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 
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TO THE MOOLLEY COW. THE COMING EXPRESS FISHING. 
HAT an easy fate hast thou, it One 
Moolley Cow! day 
All your live-long life you pass Away. 
Eating grass; You 
And when you cannot get it, eating hay, wish 
I dare say. To 
Which is why I said just now: fish: 
What an easy fate hast thou, You 
Moolley Cow. a float 
Care ne’er ruffles your fair brow, Ne, fie 
Moolley Cow! ‘ — 
Or, if it ever does, I do not know ’ 
When and how. — 
Is it when your calf is weaned, ng 
And a friend om 
Takes it where you cannot go, li 
Yet can hear its plaintive low, OF 
Moolley Cow? twi 
wine: 
Is it when the dogs bow wow, From 
Moolley Cow? books 
When they at your ankles run, Of 
Just for fun? hooks 
A . * You 
Does it hurt try 
When the butcher deals a blow é, , ot if A U 
‘On your unexpectant pow, a Z.. ria, Np a /; fly, B wet, 
Moolley Cow? ——t me APA» Pl ar Mae P Or e And 
Does your head with sorrow bow, BILLy (on the track):—** There she comes, boys—I hear her—she ain’t no more = : ae 
Moolley Cow, than a mile away!” 1 e 
When your calf is turned to veal pole ou 
For a meal— = 
Or rather, for a dozen or a score, oon— ou 
Or for more? SOCIAL TYPES. The grip 
And does your spirit _—e : _ ne 
That I now must take my leave, a rk: 
Moolley An 3 —S—, you Quick 
—— —t — te Make jerk; 
N. B.—The blank line represents the Sa = == two. You 
time consumed in getting out of the cow’s THOMP Sane = Se a os prise! 
way. j STREET a al last Sur- 
Wo. CULLEN LONGFELLOW. ——— ee = You rise! 
—— = Sa cast A 
ana — Sac Your late. 
THE CARPET hangs upon the line, ——_ bait; Till 
And, in the awful heat, Uf a Hard wait 
The Ethiop, with grace divine, \\\\ Yi, a fate! You 
Gets in his little beat. iy \\ JoHN ALBRo. 
7 N ] \ “Fe 
LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. == o's _ HE WANTED THE NAVY. 
. ° 
«Gather me closer, darling,” . VAG /y ‘ “Hand me the navy,” said the 
whispered Gladdys McMurphy, y 7: f —_— Secretary of the Navy to his 
gazing up into the sad blue eyes ef ° : = private secretary: “I would like 
that but faintly illumined the ~ be F, to see it this morning, and, if it 
marble pallor of Bayard Fauntle- — needs any repairs, hand it to Mr. 
roy Ferguson’s alabaster brow. a, Yi . = Robeson, who is waiting in the 
“ Sweetness,” he responded, Y ry rotunda.” 
with a strange, sweet, Palmer a >= 4 The private secretary blushed 
House smile: “I am not gather- é 7 as he inquired: 


ing so much as I was; but when 
the first snowy touch of Winter’s 
frost-gemmed hand—”’ 

The continuation of this in- 
teresting serial will be found in 
the Chicago Zribune. A celluloid 
coffin given away with every copy. 


Ir 1s stated by an eminent 
authority that cities always grow 
on the side which faces the wind, 
as all offensive odors are then 
borne away from that part. Now 
the conundrum which naturally 
suggests itself is, which is the 
proper side of Hunter’s Point to 
build your house on ? 

AND Now the sea-side hotel- 
keeper sits down and counts his 
gains, and meditatively says to 
himself: “Is 275°/, profit enough 





THE “LOWER DOZEN.” 








“Where is it ?” 

The Secretary scratched his 
head, looked perplexed, and after 
a moment of thought said, medi- 
tatively: 

“‘ If my youngest son isn’t using 
it for a hose-cart, you will find it 
up-stairs doing duty as a window- 
rest. And hurry up; Secor ’s 
waiting !”’ 


THERE Is nothing in this wide 
world that makes a young man 
crazier than, after arriving at a 
party with a young lady, whom 
he has got there at considerable 
expense, to have some old bald- 
headed individual get her off into 
a corner and talk to her all the 
evening on the peculiarities of 
the Gulf Stream. 


Ir 1s said the German word 














to warrant me in running the old 
shebang another year, or shall 
we have a terrible conflagration 
in November? I guess I’ll con- 
flag.” 


Many OF the country boys who are on green apple diet are be- 
ginning to prepare for the stage. They have already begun to double 
up in parts. 


*¢ pfingsten ” comes from the old 
Greek “pentecoste.” Yes, and 
dyspepsia comes from sauerkraut. 





















Can A MAN who is in love 
with whiskey be said to have a 
sour mash P 


It 1s stated that the President is shortly to spend two weeks at 
Long Branch, Any man can stay at Long Branch on a salary of 
$1,000 per week, if he keeps out of the omnibuses, 












IT NEVER Perspires but it Pores. 
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THE CASTOVER COLLECTION. 





REPORT OF THE COMMITTEE DETAILED TO INVESTIGATE THE SCULPTURES IN THE NECRO_ 
POLITAN MENAGERIE OF ODDS AND ENDs. 





ABSOLUTE VINDICATION OF THE DISTINGUISHED COLLECTOR. 





The Abominable Charges Discussed in Full.—The Slanderer Refuted.—Complete and Specific Account, 





It is with profound satisfaction that we announce to the public that the scandalous charges 
recently brought against the unrivaled Castover Collection of Antiquities have been completely 
refuted by the report of an able and unbiased investigating committee, appointed by itself and 
Mr. de Castover for this express purpose. We append the report, and trust that now the vile 
and unprincipled accuser, Feuauxdents, will sheathe his slimy and slanderous tongue and give a 


truly good man some peace. 
Case I. 
Statue of the God Sammi Tildenios. 


We find this statue 
to be one solid piece 
of masonry. 

We see no reason 
to believe that the 
nose is that of the 
hemi-semi-demi lit- ¢¥ 
tle tin god on cas- &@ 
tors, Kon Klingion. \& 

Nor is the bust, as -“S 
alleged, one gone on 
in the early dime- 
museum period. : 

There is no lack of — 
proportion between 
the arm and this 
torso, which com- 
pletely refutes the 
allegation that it be- 
longed to a classic 
living skeleton who 
used to travel with a 
fat woman about the 
period of Deukalion 
Bunnelleus, The legs are quite in keeping with 
the rest of this noble work, and there is no nail 
in the left shoulder. 








Case II. 
Statue of the God Davidion Daviston Solidion. 


We find that this 
is a solid and homo- 
geneous statue, exca- 
vated at Statueville. 
We likewise find that 
it is built from the 
ground up. 

We hurl back the 
foul accusation that 
the head and torso 













by the name of Hen- 
rio Berghomenio. We 
consider the statue 
perfectly symmetri- 
cal in all its parts, and 
we look upon any al- 
lusions to tenpenny 
nails as in the worst 
. possible taste.- It is 
well known that ten- 
penny nails, cement 
and glue are merely 
fungoid growths, of 
frequent occurrence 
on long-buried statuary. To the casual and 
unlearned eye it may appear that the upper and 
lower portions of this work show different ideas 
of frontwardness and backwardness; but this 
is a well understood characteristic of the god 


belong to another god |" 





in question, whose political attitude, as myth- 
ology informs us, was severely independent and 
unpartisan. 





Case III. 
Statue of the Goddess Nike, or Victoria. 


The assertion that 
the lower portion of 
this purely precious 
fragment ever stood in 
front of a tobacco- 
temple in Golgoi is a 
base libel. The ar- 
ticles attached to the GE 
belt are the regulation { 
attributes of this god- f& 
dess; and the inscrip- 
tions thereon are in 
the pure old Cypriote 
vernacular, which 
every member of the committee speaks fluently. 
The beauty of this statuette is so great that the 
Government has adopted it as a design for a 
postage-stamp. 





Case IV. 


Statue of the God Butlerios Kokkeios, 

The statement that this 
piece of sculpture has got 
mixed up with the hyperi- 
on curl of Kon Klingion, 
the goatee, or martial beard, 
of Lamarion and the torso 
of Barduelios Slotos is a 
base, groveling, low-press- 
ure prevarication, without 
sub-cellar or modern im- 
provements, and with water 
in the meter and most of 
the door-knobs off. 

Also the idea that the 
feet are of the anti-Chi- 
cagoan period is a celluloid 
hallucination. The sugges- 
ME tion that the object in his 

left hand is an attribute of 
the god Saintpa Trikko is also false. It may 
readily be recognized as the poculum, or seidel, 
of the god Dionysus. 








Your committee here closes its report and 
comes off. All remonstrances against this find- 
ing are respectfully referred to the White- 
washers’ and Kalsominers’ Trade Union. 


JOHN SMITH. 
“JONES. 

V. GREEN. 

D. BROWN. 


BILL + STUBBS. 


mark. 


THE COMMITTEE. 


New York, April 1st, 1883. 


RHYMES OF THE DAY. 





Now THE BATHER gaily stands 

On the shining ocean sands, 
In the sun; 

And the very dainty clocking 

On her blue or scarlet stocking 
Yanks the bun. 

She imagines it divine 

When she floats upon the brine, 
Like a rose; 

But she ’s mad that night when feeling 

All the cuticle that ’s peeling 
Off her nose. 





YEARNINGS. 





Oh, when the wind blows W by N, 
& little birds trill, &c., 

& summer’s sun shines on the C, 

& busy is the bumble-B, 

Then ’tis we yearn, wheree’er we are, 
2 seek some well provided =E, 
Which we can boldly stand up @, 


. & drink of beer that is not hp. 

















FANCY versus FACT. 
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THE ‘¢ HONEST OLD FARMER” OF OUR 
Vivip IMAGINATION. 





THE DIsHONEST OLD FARMER OF OUR 
DEAR EXPERIENCE. 
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YOURS FOR HEALTH. 


VARIATIONS ON 


FEW 





As it might appear in the 


As it might appear in the 
Woman's Rights Fournal, 


Lrish World. 


A WELL-KNOWN PORTRAIT. 





As it might appear in the 


As it might appear in the 
Fewish Messenger. 


Christian Union. 








A SILHOUETTE AND A SONG. 


X. 


0000000° © 


AN IDYL OF SWITZERLAND. 


HIs is a picture from Switzerland, 
: Which it requires some slight explana- 
tion and illustration, as it were, to understand, 


; A touching scene in a rustic idyl: 
The youth with a fancy coat on is enamored of the young woman standing by the 
lager-beer seidel, 


See, he beseeches his sweetheart’s grace, 
For he drives the Swiss equivalent of an express-wagon, and she has just remarked 
that she believes he is flirting with a girl in some other place. 


In her dainty apron she drops a tear, 

And he requests her to dry up, politely, even plaintively, but with a rising inflection 
that intimates that if she does n’t comply he will feel himself justified in 
walking off on his ear, 

She will weep, upbraid, but forgive at last; 

For he incidentally remarks that he knows how to make his information solid with 
regard to that girl at the other end of the route, and actually proposes to 
get into the wagon and drive off fast. 


And see, she smiles; her face is bright’ning; 

Though we are free to remark that if we were as comfortable-looking a girl as that 
‘one, we would n’t brighten, to speak of, for any young man got up like a 
combined opéra-bouffe tehor and ring-master in a one-horse circus struck 
by lightning. 

Oh, Love, by how many crosses vex’t! 

But she has dead wood on this young man, all the same; in the first place because 
she is between him and the lager, and in the second place because there is 
in the heart of youth an indefinable mystic attraction toward the good, the 
true and the beautiful, which exerts its sway—continuation in our next. 


Oh, Love, thou rulest grandly, imperiously; 
(But this picture is altogether too ridiculous to be treated seriously.) 


IN THE SPRING. 





In the spring the young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love, 
And all animated creatures to the same emotion move. 

In the spring the birds of passage woo their mates upon the wing, 
And the kite deserts the small boy weeping o’er the broken string. 
In the spring the turkey stupid roosts with Cupid on a limb; 

E’en the lizard in his gizzard feels the wizard poking him, 

In the spring the life throbs quicker in the pulse of innocence, 

And the bootjack seeks the cats conversing on the moon-lit fence. 
In the spring the housewife tries to make the turkey-gobbler set, 
And sows cabbage-seed on flower-beds, thinking it is mignonette. 

In the spring the mother beckons—calls the darling to her knee — 
Waves her silken slipper, saying: “ Don’t you play no tricks on me!” 
In the spring the mild canary carols from his happy heart, 

And the mild mule kicks his owner over the potato-cart. 

In the spring the youth and maiden linger in the evening air, 

And she sighs, in broken accents: ‘“ Joseph! don’t you muss my hair!’’ 
In the spring they saunter homeward, never dreaming it is late, 

And each keepeth each from falling as they swing upon the gate. 








THE .UNIVERSAL PIANO. 
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ARISTOCRATIC RESIDENT (of the Faubourg d’Upper New York):—* ’Tis fur 
Mary Ann’s new pianny they’re measurin’ the dure!” : 
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PUCKERINGS. 


Tue Horny Hanp— 
The Bar-tender’s. 

Mo TTO FORTHE 
Country Post-OFFICE 
—Litera Scripta Manet, 

Ir your white plug- 
hat is stained or bruised 
on the side, don’t go 
and cast it aside and 
buy a new one. Have 
a mourning-band put 
on it, 


THE AUDIENCE sat 
spell-bound, as the 
world-acknowledged 
tragedian rose in a 
graceful attitude, and, 
looking joyously at the 
banqueters, raised his 
hand slowly and delib- 
erately, and proceeded 
to drink air out of a 
paste-board goblet. 





THERE Is nothing that 
goes further toward 
breaking the heart of a 
country post-mistress 
who doesn’t understand 
anything but English 
than to have the mail 
contain a postal-card 
written in a feminine 
hand in German, and 
addressed to a young 
man whom she knows. 


RETRIBUTION. 





No, THIS MAN HAS NOT BEEN SUNSTRUCK. HE HAS JUST INQUIRED OF THE OTHER MAN GOING 


UP THE STREET: ‘‘IS IT HOT ENOUGH FOR YOU?” 











WHEN BREEZES redolent of blossom 

Wake joy in muskrat and opossum, 

And dies the snow-storm and the blizzard, 
The small boy has his ringlets scissored. 





THE HUNTING-DOG holds in his bark, 
And points the sparrows in the park. 





Soon THE cook within the area "ll 
Charm the cop with tender grace, 

While her mistress grows malarial 
At the summer watering-place. 





Soon WILL the man at Coney scoop 
Old harness in his clamless soup. 





INSECT POWDER, 


—_— 


The loveliness of woman 
lies largely in her capacity 
for exasperation. 

Deeds may be truths, yet 
the lawyers will tell you 
that actions will sometimes 
lie, 





Bad old men are made 
bald that the angels may 
track them around more 
easily, ee 

The trouble with Love’s 
Young Dream is that it too 
often turns out not to be a 
dream at all. 





The lily is the symbol of 
purity, not so much _ be- 
cause it is pure as because 
it cannot be adulterated. 





“ The little things in life 
are what cause us the most 
pain,” murmured Ali . Ba- 
zam, one day, while trying 
to remove the cork from a 
bottle of champagne with a 
fork, 





lf the nightingale had 
not sung its heart out to the 
rose, it would not be braced 
up on wires and stuffed with 
chemicals on a parlor man- 
tel-piece beside a bunch of 
wax-flowers. 








~~ 





Mr. Briggs’s Studio, during the Painting of his Great 
Picture, ‘*After the Deluge,” is a Complete Menagerie. 





ANT lin) 
a. 
AW 


Brown ©’Ker has Brought Home the Results of his 
Mountain Sketching Tour, in Distemper. 














\\ 
\\ 
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WW, Zs ay 











Herr Schmidt has Brought Over two Soprano Voices 
never yet Heard in Opera. 




















Bronze, the Sculptor, works Assiduously every Morning 
on his Antique Head. 





Many French Beauties will be Seen on the American 
Stage this Season. 


Piss On —— 


Guppy, the Dramatist, has Secured Materials for an 
Original American Comedy. 
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JOURNALISTIC SPORTING ENTERPRISE. 


PORTRAITS 








. Mr. Le Granp O’REILLY. 
Backed by the Christian Weekly, 


Mr. Le Grand O’Reilly was born in Ireland, 
and always kept so far ahead of the landlord, 
pecuniarily, that he got the reputation of being 
a pedestrian. He won several victories over 
local celebrities on the Curragh of Kildare and 
at Carrickmacross. During the No Rint ex- 
citement he came to America—ran off to beat 
the landlord, and did—-and is now under the 
auspices of the Christian Weekly, which offers to 
back him against Rowell or any other man 
living. 





Mr. Plug Westervelt was born in Warwick- 
shire on the 4th of June, 1855. He stands five 
feet eight inches, and weighs, when in condi- 
tion, about one hundred and fifty-four pounds. 
His first appearance in the ring was with Posh 
Jenkins, Esq., of Birmingham, for #5 a side. 
Plug secured the cash in just eight minutes, 
four rounds being fought. His next fight was 
with Yaller Sam, Esq., for £10 a side. The 
mill came off in the London District, and was 
won by Mr. Westervelt in thirty minutes, his 
opponent being unable to respond for the eighth 





Mr. PLuG WESTERVELT. 
Backed by the Christian at Work. 


round. After this his friends offered to pit 
him against Batt Higgins, Esq., of Woolwich. 
The match fell through, the Woolwich mar? 
paying forfeit. His next move was to challenge 
any man in Engiand. His defi was accepted 
by Blowgun Perry, Esq., the Wolverhampton 
glass-blower, and they came together at Beg- 
gar’s Bush, on a raw, cold morning in April, 
*78. Having fought an hour-and-a-half, the 
police put in an appearance, and the affair 
ended in a draw. It was patent to all that Mr. 
Westervelt was besting Mr. Perry at the time 
the police stopped the festivities, and it was 
decided by the former’s friends to have the 
men come together again. They met in May, 








AND BIOGRAPHIES OF THE FAMOUS CHAMPIONS. 


on Lord Aylesford’s grounds, and fought for 
4200, which was awarded Mr. Westervelt at the 
end of the eighty-fourth round. As the Prince 
of Wales and a number of noblemen were pres- 
ent, an official account of the fight was never 
printed. After this battle Mr. Westervelt re- 
tired from the ring, and gave sparring exhibi- 
tions under canvas all through England. He 
is considered thoroughly game, and one of the 
best two-handed fighters ever seen in the ring. 
He was recently brought to this country by the 
Christian at Work to fight the American cham- 
pion; but no match has yet been made. He is 
at present driving a tract-wagon for the Chris- 
tian at Work, and is known as the “Christan at 
Work Champion.” 





Miss Lity MILLs, 
Owned by the Christian Intelligencer. 


This well-known fighting canine has been be- 
fore the public for some time. She first won 
recognition by the prowess she displayed in her 
great fight with Senator Riley’s Zuleika, which 
came off at Boston, and was for $500 a side. 
Since that victory she has not been able to-get 
on a match with any other fighter. The Chris- 
han Intelligencer offers to match Miss Mills with 
any other animal living for any amount up to 
$25,000. 





THE Jndependenf’s CHAMPION BELT. 


The above trophy is one of the handsomest 
and most elaborate of its kind extant. It was 
manufactured at a cost of two thousand dollars 
for the Jndependent by Tiffany. It is made of 
solid coin silver, with ivy leaves and lilies-of-the- 
valley chased on a gold ground. The gold is 
riveted to the silver with nickel screws, in the 
head of each one of which is a diamond. A 
large diamond weighing twenty carats is set in 
the front just over the buckle. A plate on the 
back bears the inscription: “Independent Cham- 
pion’s Belt.’ It is at present on exhibition at 
Paddy Livingston’s sporting-house, in Hous- 
ton Street. It is now worn by Mr. Fiddler’s 
Chicken, who will defend it against all comers. 











Mr. Fiyinc IRISHMAN. 


Backed by the American Tract Society. 


This famous racer’s pedigree is unknown. 
He was first driven to a clam vender’s wagon, 
but showed such speed on the way home to 
dinner that his owner thought there was real 
speed in him. So he went to the American 
Tract Society, and that institution offered to 
back the now famous, but then infamous, ani- 
mal to beat the record, which he did without a 
break in 1:37. Vanderbilt and other monopo- 
lists have attempted in vain to buy Mr. Flying 
Irishman, who is now in the winter quarters of 
the American Tract Society, up in Sullivan 
County. His picture is offered as a premium to 
any missionary getting up a club of twelve con- 
verts to Holiness. Having once eaten his owner’s 
hat right off his head, the latter facetiously re- 
marked that his animal had captured the Derby. 
In color he is black, with a few polka-dots on 
his left side. 
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Mr. WALTER BENTINCK DE GREY, 
Backed by the North American Review. 


This phenomenon first saw the light at New- 
stead Abbey, and commenced life as a shoe- 
maker’s apprentice. His great pie-eating power 
soon gained him the admiration of his friends, 
and they matched him against several local 
pie-eating lights, whom he easily vanquished. 
He then ate forty pies at a sitting before the 
Queen, at Windsor Castle, by special request, 
and Her Majesty was so delighted that she sent 
his aged mother an India shawl on the follow- 
ing day. Mr. De Grey’s pie-eating weight is 
one hundred and eighteen pounds, and the 
North American Review says he can eat more pie 
than any other man alive, for $5,000 a side. 
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PUCKERINGS. 





“My TEETH are all 
full of sand,” said the 
fairest bather in the 
surf, 

“Ail right, hand them 
out,”’ said an admirer: 
“and I’ll rinse them off 
for you.” 

And now she regards 
him only as a brother. 


A MEDICAL JOURNAL 
devotes a whole column 
to explaining what 
caused cold perspira- 
tion. Any one who has 
gone up a dark alley 
and stepped on a dog 
would be wasting valu- 
able time in reading it. 


No, CLARIBEL, it is 
not good form to point 
at the clam-fritters and 
ask the waiter to pass 
you the liver-pads. 


A LETTER OF ACCEPT- 
ANCE—“ Ask Papa.” 





= offer, 


¢¢ Hey, ROSIE, BRING DER PERAMBERLATOR IN DER HOUSE, RIGHT AWAY! 
BABY TO GIT ALL TANNED UP?” 


THE HEATED TERM. 














/ 
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————— Yi: 























Do YER WANT DER 






INSECT POWDER. 


Oysters secrete pearls; 
so does the jeweler when 
you send your ring to 
be reset, 


The wise young man 
of New York wears an 
eight-dollar dicer; but 
Plato went bald-headed, 





The rosebuds fall from 
the bush, and the goat 
eats them up. But the 
poet can not eat his 
own poems, 

Sweet are the houris 
of the Yum-Yum Val- 
ley; but they consider 
ice-cream sweeter. 





The bulbul swings on 
the ghar-ghum bush, and 
the poet carols more 
sweetly than the bulbul; 
but the poet can not 
warble an exhausted 
free-lunch route into life 


‘ again, all the same, 
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ALL UP WITH HIM. 





‘* YES, MY BOY, PRICES ARE GOING UP, SALES 
ARE GOING UP—EVERYTHING ’S GOING UP!’?—— 







AND JUST THEN THE ELEVATOR-BOY STARTED. 
THE MACHINERY, AND HE WENT UP, TOO. 
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Heat 








WORN OUT. 


Upon the Summer’s cheek a tint 
Of tenderer pallor lies; 

We read a soft, unspoken hint 
Of Death within her eyes. 

And much the same prophetic shade, 
Pathetic, strange and mute, 

Falls o’er the trousers, slightly frayed, 
Of the young man’s summer-suit. 


MILT OFF. 
Lawn-tennis players cannot fairly state: 
*¢ They also serve who only stand and wait.” 











TOO OUTRAGEOUSLY LOOSE. 





To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Manhattan Beach is not conducted for the 
exclusive benefit of the Fat Men’s Club. I 
weigh 10134 lbs., which I consider a proper 
and gentlemanly weight. When I went down 
to the Beach for a swim, I was provided with 
a garment which I am firmly persuaded had 
been originally made for the Hon. David Davis. 
My dignity was utterly destroyed in the eyes 
of my fellow-bathers; and I pride myself on 
my dignity while in the surf. Cannot this be 
remedied ? Yo 

S. Ketty Tonn. 





THE SUMMER SEASON. 
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TABLEAU II. 
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1, 
EREMIAH WINTERGREEN 
Wished to wear an angel’s robes, 
Wished to sail, in heavenly sheen, 
Round the gay celestial giobes: 


Il. 
Wished life’s monster mystery 
Suddenly and soon to solve; 
Wished the planets’ plans to see: 
How the circling spheres revolve. 


Il. 
For the idol of his soul 

Coldly had abandoned him— 
As a woman will. His whole 
Future seemed extremely dim. 


IV. 


But at every druggist’s store, 
They refused, as stern as Fate, 
Arsenic to sell him, or 
E’en corrosive sublimate. 





Then, with all unconquered will, 
To his boarding-house he went; 

Sore about the neck; but still— 
Still on self-destruction bent. 


xX. 
In his chamber’s solitude, 
Safely locked, with key and bolt, 
Cud of bitter thought he chewed, 
Loading up a mighty Colt. 


XI. 
‘Earth, farewell!” he grimly said: 
‘* Take from me my parting curse!”— 
Pulled the catch, * * # © 
He was not dead, 
Nor especially the worse. 


XII. 
For his neighbor, with alarm, 
Heard the suicidal scoff, 
Burst the door, and caught the arm; 
And the ball went harmless off. 





Vv 


Thus of means of dying balked, 
Death he wooed another way; 

Into Central Park he walked 
On a gloomy winter’s day. 


VI. 


In his hand a cord ‘he bore, 
In his heart a deep-set scorn; 


* And a look of pain he wore— 


And an ulster somewhat torn. 


VII. 
Laid he then his ulster by, 
From its pocket slowly drew 
Half-a-yard of rope, to tie 
To a bough of English yew; 


vill. 
And the other end he looped 


Round his neck; then made a spring: 


But, before his spirit scooped, 
Park policemen cut the string. 


irs 





AT LAST.—A SAD STORY OF THE SUICIDE MANIA. 












When pneumonia’s fingers cold 
Loosed him, after many days, 

And the Bellevue doctors told 
Wintergreen to go his ways, 


XVII. 
Then unto himself he said, 
' As he thought the problem o’er: 
*¢ Heaven, that will not have me dead, 
Keeps some higher fate in store.” 


XIX. 

High ambition filled his breast, 
Life was precious once again; 
And he yearned no more for rest; 
But procured a fountain-pen. 


XX. 
And when winter’s strength was spent, 
And the birds began to sing, 
To AN EDITOR he went, 
Saying: ««I ’ve a pome—on Spring— 




































xi. 
Still his purpose held its sway, 
And he sought the lonely dock, 
In the dawning’s ghostly gray— 
Namely, just at five o’clock. 


XIV. 
Heard the waters rippling free, 
As among the spiles they plunked; 
Saw them toward the mighty sea 
Bear a feline form defunct. 










XV. 
Said: « Oh, softly heaving waves, 
Hide me ’neath your opal sheen. 
Is not, of your thousand graves, 
One reserved for Wintergreen?” 


XVI. 
Then he leaped the string-piece o’er, 
Cleft the water like a knife— 
* * * * 
And an Irish stevedore 
Gaffed him back to lonely life. 



























Pome I ’d like to have you hear— 
It begins: 
‘The winter ’s past—’ 
That ’s the style— 
‘ The leaves appear, 
Gentle spring has come at last.’” 





XXIl. 


R Then that EDITOR arose. 


* * * * 
And he was an Editor. 
* * * * 
There was muscle in his clo’es; 
* # * x 
In his eyes a look of gore. 
* * * * 
XXIII. 
Jeremiah Wintergreen 


Got to heaven pretty sharp, 
That time, 
With ecstatic mien 
Twangs he now a golden harp. 


V. Huco Dusensury, P. P. 








CHARADE FOR THE SEASON.—My first is a man 
saying: “Is it hot enough for you?” My 
second is a sickening thud. My whole is about 
six-by-two-by-four; no flowers; slat him in at 


night and stamp on the sods, 


THERE Is a German baron who has eighty- 
How mad he would be 


four pairs of trousers. 


if he came home and found that his wife had 
given away to an image-man eighty-three pairs 
for a statuette of Cupid and Psyche and a bust 
of Judas Iscariot! 





FASHION, 
Society has made a fiat, 
That every Briton wears a igh ’at. 


THE Comic Paper. 
Our Yankee Puck, a very merry elf, 
Can’t put a girdle even round himself. 





SWEET BREEZES now the grasses woo; 
The matron now the hen doth shoo; 
The plumber and the sky are blue. 


ALCIBIADES ZERO, 





A REWARD SHOULD be offered for the quaint, 
out-of-the-way country resort that doesn’t boast 
a Washington’s headquarters or an old Dutch 
church erected somewhere around 1656. 


THERE Is a dentist up-town who advertises 
that he can mvke a set of teeth for a person in 
ten minutes. Double sets are set on hinges, and 
if they don’t happen to fit the owner, all he 
has to do is to grab them and chew his food in 
his hands; which is not only a novel invention, 
but one that is very saving on the jaw. 
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PLER & SCHWARZMANN’S PUBLISHING HOUSE, 


Nos. 2/, 23 & 25 WARREN STREET, NEW YORK. 


SRN Gs uw AES 


| “HSU Cz.” 
Tue ESTABLISHED AMERICAN COMIC ILLUSTRATED JOURNAL. 


ENGLISH ct GERMAN 
A Satirical Chronicle of the Times, thoroughly Independent on all Subjects. 


EDITIONS. 
Published every Wednesday. 


Price, 10 Cents per Copy. 


For Sale by News-dealers throughout the World. 





PUCK ON WHEELS. 


An Annual Mid-Summer Magazine of Laughter. 


100 Large Pages of Perspiring Fun. 
Illustrations by Keppler, Gillam, Opper and Gratz, 


Price, 25 Cents. 


Over 100 Original 





PUCK’S ANNUAL 


A MID-WINTER CARNIVAL OF HILARITY. 


Containing 124 pages of Solid Fun, chipped in by H. C. Bunner, B. B. Vallentine 

R. K. Munkittrick, Capt. Mandeville Blogun, V. Hugo Dusenbury, P. P., Hon. F. 

Fitznoodle, A. H. Oakes, J. H. Williams, Paul Pastnor, Walter Learned, F. E. 

Chase, Manat, A. E. Watrous, T. H. Robertson, D. L. Proudfit, Arthur Penn, Edw. 

Wick, H. C. Dodge, Tricotrin, Julie K. Wetherill, Thos. L. Collier, and crammed 

just as full as it can stick with funny pictures, for which Messrs. Keppler, Gillam, 
Opper and Gritz are responsible. . 


Price, 25 Cents. 


wG FOR SALE BY ALL CIVILIZED NEWS-DEALERS. 29 
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